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TO THE PUBLIC. 


HE following Tragedy, or Dramatic Poem, 
(if it be not allowed the former title) 


was written long previous to the Author's 
coming to this hoſpitable and bleſſed country, 


and without any idea of committing it to the 


preſs, The production of a female pen, at the 
early age of eighteen, will ſurely meet with in- 


dulgence from the generous People it is now 


preſented to, who have ſo lately manifeſted 


their univerſal and unprejudiced —— 


Add to this, the principal incidents that com- 
poſe the piece are drawn from real occurrences, 


which are contained in the annals of a certain 


Noble Family in France, with which the Au- 
thor is connected. Inexperience in ſtage buſi- 


neſs in every part of the world, joined to the 
abſolute tranſgreſſion of the Unities of the per- 


1 


fſect Drama, have deterred her from hazarding 


it in a repreſentation; but (if apology be requi- 
ſite for its incorrectneſs in this point) ſhe has 
ſurely the ſanction of precedent, and the diffi- 


within 


— 


culty of combining a ſucceſſion of circumſtances 


EC” 
within the tri compaſs allotted, to excuſe hs: 
licence: 


Conſcious, therefore, of the danger that 
uſually awaits on every kind of ambition, the 
Author renounces the flattering hope of win- 
ning the wreath of fame by the public applauſe. 
Her aim, her deſires, are confined to the nar- 
rower circle of the, /udious, and, above all, the 
compaſſionate —It is in the filent receſſes of the 


cloſet, that ſhe dares to court the eye of ſenſi- 
| bility !—Convinced that her feeble endeavours 


will need no Patron's name to ſhelter them, 
when ſhe reflects, that to the hearts of Britons, 
the plea of virtue and misfortune was ever ſure 
entrance. 


London, 
January 18, 1793. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


/ 


Faraer CELESTINE, a Carthuſian Monk. 


MAxsorI, a Piedmonteſe Nobleman. 
MoxT16NY, a Peaſant of Provence. 

Sr. CLAIR, a Prieſt, Tutor to Rochford. 
RAYMOND, an old Servant. 

THE MiNnisTER OF STATE. 

"14% Tank | Guts of the Miniſter. 
MELVILLE, . 

Tnzoponz, Duke of Rochford. 


EvGENIA, Ducheſs of Rochford, (ns Mother.) 


JvLI1zT DE Mon riexr. 


Guards, Officers, &c. &c. 


| SCENE near Toulon, in Provence, except in the 


third and laſt Acts. 
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n. Duke's ci in Proven A San 
Sr. Craig RAYMOND, 22 | 


81, Claty. 1 
ELL, . Raymond, haſt thou wm . 
tain'd? | 

Does Vincent till perſiſt to quit he alle“ | 

Raym. I think his empty terrors now give way 
To his deſire to ſerve our youthful lord; 
(Heav'n bleſs his gracious mien |) I wonder not 
That ev't this headſtrong boy already loves him. 


St. Clair. He therefore ſtays ?—But look that 0 
moſt freely; | 
I wou'd not have reſtraint employ'd to hold bim; 
Let him go hence; if early he engage ry 
} To curb th' offenſive As of his tongue, - : 


A 


{ 
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No farther "Ta: his cowardly ſurmiſe, _ - 
Nor ev'n relate what he has here obſerv'd. 
| Raym. I much infiſted, Sir, on theſe conditions, 
And he has promiſed to be mor diſcreet; | 5 
But 1 if nought-can change his fit ide, 
That 'tis defect of reaſon in her Grace 
Which caus'd her melancholy way of life; 
Nay, he once ſaid (ſo bold is ignorance) 


That *twas the duty of a friend like you 
To warn the Duke, leſt ſhe ſhould do ſome harm. 


St. Clair. Alas ! good Raymond, with regret 1 
1 fear he is not ſole in this report: P 
Strange for theſe two. rer. paſt (more ſtrange bac 
day) 7 „ 
The words and actions of her Grace appear. 
Raym. Her grief for her lov'd Lord 
St. Clair. Nay, tell me not! f 
So lohg a time ſhou'd teach her reſignation 14 
Beſides, the amazing graces of her ſon 
(Whom I have rear d and taught ſince five years old) 
Shou d prove a comfort to her widow d er A 
found her, when at her requeſt I came 4 
To undertake the taſk of his inſtruction | 
Far more cornpos'd, although her loſs was, . 1 
or Rays. Not very recent, Sir, you've ſure forgotten : 
Tis thought the Duke, her huſband, was no more 
Evin ere the time of my young maſter's birtll. 
St. Clair. Tow: moch amaze! me . oe never 
8 heard. to 05793 ene fit ene 
__ 4 1 A 1 
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Re. I thought her Grace declar d og "OR? to 
you, 1 105 
For you enjoy d her father's beſt abi: | 15 114% 

St. Clair, 1 did, indeed, and ſtill lament his worth]. 
O had you ſeen her when ſhe dwelt with him! 
The morning roſe, that bluſhes deeper ſweets - 
After a ſudden ſhower has waſh'd its leaves, 
Match'd not the native luſtre of her charms 4 
And ſhe was gentle as the breath of May, 

Tho' with imperial majeſty ſhe mov'd: 
FNaym. I well remember her enchanting look 
When ſhe arriv'd (the bride of Rochford) here, 

St. Clair. But to your information — Tell me yah” 
Died not the late Duke here? | 
 Raym. Wou'd that he had! 9 
Ir might have ſpar'd us many a painful dect. 5 

S.. Clair. Died he in battle then? | 

Raym. O no. — I'll tell you 
All I can gueſs of this moſt ſad event. 

For none the truth poſſeſſes but the Ducheſs, 

St. Clair. None but the Duchels {—How 

Raym. One diſmal night 
(O hapleſs hour) they both conferr'd nc 
Then, with alarming ſpeed, the Duke r 
Without attendants, leaving not a trace 
By which we e'er could learn where he repair d to. 

St. Clair. Tou know not whither, nor for * 


desen 35 


B 2 


thr Raym. 
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N 1 
Raym. We only know he liy'd not to return: . 
Vet for that laſt ſad interview with her, 1 
I think it leads me to divine the cauſe. Mo | 
It ſeems he bound himſelf by ſome ſtrict vo- 

To go as pilgrim to the Holy Land, 

From whence ſo few, alas | in ſafety come. 

(What cou'd occaſion it I will not hint, 

Leſt I unjuſtly criminate his memory.) 

But 'tis moſt certain to her Grace he told 

The ſecret motives of his mournful flight ; 

For ſhe that very hour, with grief oppreſs'd, 

Fell dangerouſly ill: *twas juſtly fear'd 

She cou'd not live to prove a mother's joy, 

Yet (prais'd be gracious heav'n!) in a ſhort time 

Her only ſon was born to calm our fears. | 
St. Clair. Strange myſtery rn the was ever 

| filent ; 

Not ev'n pain cou'd rend the ſecret from her 

With which ſhe was entruſted Did no word 

Unwary paſs her lips on that ſad ſcene ? 15 
Raym. Never that I coy'd learn. But to her cham · 
ber | 

None had admittance, ſave one faithful nurſe, | 

Who from her father's houſe attended her. ; „„ 

She is ſince dead. . „ ß 
St. Clair. Then all reſearch i is vain, 

At leaſt I much defpair of the diſcov ry, 

For from Eugenia's lips 'twill ne'er eſcape. 

Cold, ſullen, inacceſſible to all, 
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She only holds dark converſe with herſelf, 

And meaſures her exiſtence by her griefs, 
Briefs that extinguiſh ev'ry ſocial ſenſe : 
For not the ſight of that engaging youth, 
The gentle, yet the noble-minded Rochford, 


Can charm her ſoul, or from her ſteal one ſmile : 


Sometimes, methinks, ſhe flies at his approach, 
And ſometimes, ſoften'd by his duteous care, 

If ſhe conſent to grant one kind embrace, 

Inſtant her ſwelling heart flows faſt in tears, 

That elſe wou'd burſt with renovated pain ! 


What this can mean creates my utmoſt wonder. 


Raym. Again, her ev'ning viſit to St. Michael's, 
W here, brooding o'er her grief, a private chapel 
Secludes her from the world. —'Tis wond'rous all !— 

But foft—we talk too long : for ſee, ſhe comes, 

S; Clair. Retire we then, leſt we ſhou'd fright her, 
." --_ hence} | 

1 will | geco her at a fitter ſeaſon. | [ Bxexnd. | 


SCENE II. 
Enter EUGENLA with a letter. 


She reads. 
e Words can but feebly paint the agitation with 
« which I addreſs you !—Beſet with doubts, and 
2 * alarmed at your growing Ws I know not 
on whether 
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* whether to proceed or to forbear. Can it offend 5 
« you to requeſt an explanation ?—Or am I un- 
« worthy to ſhare a painful portion of the ſorrow 
that oppreſſes 4 Pr | | 


Enough, enough N child, my T bebe! 
Ah, ceaſe to tempt me with this moving language! 
What wou' dſt thou aſk ?—Unconſcious as thou art 
Of all that might ſucceed my raſh compliance! * 
Confide my woes to thee ? O let them ſleep, - 
For once awak'd, they muſt v'erwhelm us both: 
Too oft, alas! ere thy affection ſought — 
The dang'rous truſt, I long'd to tell thee all. 
But, for thy fake, I will not, muſt not ſpeak !— 
Rather in ſilence, with this fading form 

Let ev'ry anguiſh hu ſh'd to peace deſcend 
To the cold couch of death !—Yes, cruel paper? 
Thou haſt recall'd ideas fraught with peril ; 


Here let me bury thee—where thau with theth +. 


| [Puts it in her bofom, 
Deep hid, unſeen, may feed upon my heart, 
Where many a wound from ſorrow's yulture-tooth = 
Already bleeds, now grown too wide to heal ! 


„ | » LMeepi. 
Emer Rocn FORD (he bneels to her.) 
My ſon 0 Heav' [| PR [Turns from him. 
Roch, I fee my error, madam, [Riſes 


You have not deign'd to anſwer or to read _ 
1 | 1 My 
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My raſh requeſt I own, it was proſumptuous, - 
And 1 forbeax to move you on that theme. 

- Eup, (aſide) Adi me, ſome kind Aro 115 
Roch. Yet hear me farther, | £15 97 
- (I muſt intreat your patience for this Sa) [ oval 
Since I afford no joy to your verena od 18717 
Since I have not the happineſs to boaſt 
The ſad permiſſion to conſole your ref 
But rather view d as an intruding ſpy / oh oN 
(At leaſt avoided like one) let me leave you. ew 1 
I may become more worthy your eſteem; | 
For now the world to me's an untry'd deſart: 
Let me explore thoſe paths where fame is earn d, 
And ſhew my country Rochford is in being. 
I'm juſt eighteen—'tis time I view'd new ſcenes— 
The genial ſun that warms my native ſoil 
With ſhame renews his circling courſe ſo oft, 
Alone to witneſs when he ſhines on me, 

A heart that vainly burns to be renown'd, 
Yet waſtes in wiſhes. 
Eng. Whither would'ſt thou go, 

Too enterprizing boy ? 
Roch. Are there not armies ? | 
Are there not fields of honour for the brave? 
Are there not cities where the bounteous hand 


May cheer fair induſtry, or ſoothe diſtreſs ? 


(At leaſt I've read of ſuch)—But my ideas 
Are like my books, perhaps—of ages gone. 


— Canſt thou — me? IN 
Roch. 


1 © 
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Roch. Heav'ns ! what a queſtion 785 
Can one, diſcarded by unkind neglect, 
Who feels his preſence rather ſhunn'd than lod, 
Ere think in parting to awake regret ? _ 
Have I the ſmalleſt reaſon to believe 
That boſom, where the tyrant Grief uſurps  - 
The fole dominion, feels for Rochford's lot 
In helpleſs years (alas! why did they paſs, 
So fleeting, like the vapotir o'er the ſtream) 
I was moſt happy—you were anxious then 
How have I ſince deſery'd this cold averſiony 
That even petrifies the warmth of nature 
To hard inſenſibility, and chills 
The very fource of tenderneſs l 
Eug. O ceaſe, 

In mercy ceaſe Wrong me not thus, my fon f 
How haſt thou mifinterpreted my ſadneſs ! 
If I have ſpar'd thee the afflicting ſtroke, 
If I have fear'd to daſh thy early ſports 
And active innocence with horrid themes; 
If I have rather ſhunn'd thy ſearching eye, 

= Leſt thou ſhou'dft catch the woe that hung on mine. 
(Theſe are the only proofs of my averſion.) 
If they be fuch, fly from theſe widow'd arms. 
And doubt leſt dire Mt Gy lodge within them ! 


# 
1 


 [Embraces. 

[ Roch. An, again I Iiye j—Thon art my mother! 
3:1. Thus let me claſp thee to my beating breaſt, 

| . RF. 69 714" +. T0 
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Too long a 1 to maternal frac. 
And oh! let calm tranquility ſucceed 


Jo thoſe emotions I have caus'd to riſe! 


Yet till I bleſs the hour that thus reſtores. 

A tender union to our future days!! 
No more I aſk thee to unlock thy lug 
Or break the ſacred ſeal that hides thy "yg 


For I will weep them with thee, though vhknovn, 4 


Watch in ſtrict ſilence ev'ry falling | 
And mix my ſympathetic ſighs with thine ! 
This be our life till time ſhall pour its balm 
Upon that wounded breaſt, -| W 
| Eug. Thou beſt of ſons | kia 

| Thou gift of worth unſpeakable from u a! 

How ſhall I thank thee for this gen'rous care? 

How tell thee what my boſom feels for thee ? 
Ah! let theſe tears, the incenſe of pure joy 
(Which I have never known ſince thy firſt days) 
Explain the ſoft ſenſation more than words | 


J 


But—thou haſt wak'd me from a dang'rous ſlumber, 


I will not ſacrifice thy noble ſpirit | 

To ſuch a mournful taſk, Go=view the world 

Thy ardor's juſt—TI wrong thy ſoaring mind 

By this retreat, ill ſuited to thy years: 

Thy rank demands a wider ſphere to move in, 

Travel to court—St, Clair ſhall go with you: 

The miniſter's much bound to ſerve my family, 

And will receive you, I dare anſwer, nobly. | 
Roch. Yes, you recall once more my eager thou ghrs. 


C. MW 


F 
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My dreams of greatneſs Id purſue with Joy. r 
Cou'd I but hope to ſec you happy firſt. | 
Eug, My happineſs muſt be thy work alone, 
And thy renown is what 1 moſt defire. a 
Roch, Then ] obey : but let St. Clair remain 7 
He may contribute to your ſervice here, 

And his infirm and failing age begins | 
To make him quite unequal to thoſe changes 
My eager curioſity requires. | ö 

O flo not weep this is no theme for grief 
Think I wou'd die to ſpare thoſe precious drops 1 
Give not ſuch graces to this ſilent ſorrow, 

Leſt I abjure all joy as moſt uncomely. | 
Eug. I will be calm—Confider well, my child,; | 

There lurks an hoſt of dangers in the way £3 
Of this firſt trial of a buſy world, 

And thou wou'dſt ruſh unarm'd 8 chem all, 

Let, as it ſeems thy bent, for two years travel; 
Then come again to chear my drooping heart, 

 And—what can be reveal'd of the dark ſecret, 
Perhaps—yet, I forbear to promiſe ! 15 
Roch. Ha! | 
Eug. Does it alarm thee? 
Roch. Why? 
Eug. (Preſaging fears MW 
Wilt bon forſake me too ? 
Rocb. Forſake thee! Heav'ns 1 
And do you doubt again f How ſhall I ng 


The 


Arn denpr. „ L 


The truth of this devoted heart to thee? * 

I will not leave thee till thou art aſſurd· - 
Eug, Swear that thou wilt return—l aſk no more. 

Roch. By that eternal Pow'r who dwells above us, 

By all thoſe ſtars thar ſpangle heav'n's high dome, 

And by that ſilver orb, half hid in clouds, 

Which he created to illumine night, 

I ſwear, thou ſhalt behold me, if I ve, 

Before two years be waſted. 

Eug. Yet one word. 

The court that you would viſit is adorn'd, 
If true cheir fame, with many gallant W = 

I need not bid thee. emulate their praiſe 

For real valour; it now warms thy breaſt ; 

Nature there planted: it, and gave: thee force 

As well as ſtature, ev'n beyond thy years; 

But in the path of honour if thou mean'ft.. 

To be e gg or to gain the prias 


Roch: 1 do. - 

Eug. Practiſe the ſword ! [Suri 

Roch: Lou ſtart - myſterious hour! — Why tremble 
thus? 


Why heaves that boſom like the feeling ſea 

V hen tempeſt-ſhook —Explain this horror 

Speak ! | 

Enug. I cannot—Fly me! 
Roch. Never! 

Dug. Ab! thay kngw'ft nat? 


\ 


* 0 
+ 
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Rab. Inſtruct me then. 
Eug. Offspring of ſorrow ! No. 
Thou yet may ſt happy live and ſhall my voice — 
Noch. What wou dſt thou ſay ?—O do not * 
me thus | 
[ Eugenia pauſes a moment, then {urns 92 go; he at- 
tempts to follow her. 


Eug. —_— I TOP thee ! Gn a folemn tone.) 
* 5 


Manet Rochronp. 


| Whither ſhall I turn? © 
To what dire region of deſpair and woe 
Has ſhe tranſported me ?—Before my eyes 
Ten thouſand horrid phantoms ſwim at once, 
And ev'ry object takes a form obſcure |— 
But tears, '(yet unacquainted with theſe lids) 
Half-doubting, hang ſuſpended by amaze, 
And dim my ſenſes, Do | wake?—Where am 1— 3 
Was it my mother that juſt parted hence? 
Her voice yt trembles on my wond'ring ears, 
| Her ſighs yet penetrate my beating heart |— 
Did ſhe not ſay, Practiſe we {word !!“ - What 
N | 
'Tis here! (draws) —TI graſp It—none e ſhal wreſt | it 
from me 
But why with that command feel loch emotion, 
As made affrighted ſpeech forſake her lips? * 
Thou ſhining miſchief, if thy very name . 
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Be fraught with ſo much terror, ſure thy point 
| Muſt be of future deeds unheard- of capable! 
But when or how? Dark ſhades of doubt involve, 
And not a n appears to guide my Wan 


Enter Sr. 8 


St. Clair. Whom doſt thou ſeek with 9 a 
. _ vengeful look? 

What, arm'd, my Rochford ? 

Roch. (turning to him) Ha thou art well met. 

What did ſhe mean ?—Nay, tell me inſtantly— 

Trifle not wich my pain, though thy ſage ſight 

Pierces the gloomy miſt which I am loſt in. 

St. Clair. Beloved Rockford, be thyſelf — know 


. 
Roch. "Tis falſe ! thou knowl it—But malicious 
Age, | 
Deſpiſing youth, wou'd ſee it waſte in torture, 5 
Leſt its rude ſtrength ſhould hold your counſels vain, 
Nor bow obedient to your jealous tyranny! | 
St. Clair. Does Rochford ſ b theſe words 7— 
unjuſt and raſh 
As theſe reproaches are, they move me not. 
Let haſt thou quite forgot thoſe tender cares 
I laviſh'd on thee ſince thy early days 
To love, inſtruct, adviſe thee Tes, ungrateful, 
Think that thou oweſt 
Roc b. Spare my heart this count. 
know the debt's too vaſt to be repaid 
las | Thank 


4 
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Thanks were but poor !—Porgive, forget, if poflible, 


Moſt excellent of men — I'm ſearce myſelf — 


Vet add this kindneſs to the paſt, and hear 
What has well nigh diſtracted me, 


St. Clair. Alas! 
1 have a mournful reaſon to — 


A part of it but ſpeak and eaſe thy heart. 
Roch. Can words convey it?—'Tis a tale ſo fad 1 


And yet it promiſes myſterious good, 


St. Clair. Unfold it freely. FE | 
Roch. Let me recolle&— pee 


My mother—('tis of her that I wou'd tell tee 


I watch'd her coming, 
St, Clair. When? 
Roch. But now. 
St. Clair, Proceed. 
Roch. There was no other way we ſpole together 


Brief She conſents I ſhou'd repair to court 


Grew calmer then, preſcrib'd my ſtay, and promis'd 
To tell me all her griefs—retracted then, 
Reſum'd again, but, with a falt'ring tone, 
Oft ſeem'd to doubt—at length enjoin'd me next 
To learn the ſword then ceas'd—but ſtill her eyes 
Half told ſome fequel dire with broken words, 
Thrice ſhe eſlay'd to anſwer my impatience, 
Bow'd unto heav'n, with a deſponding look, 
Sigh'd, bade me ſtay, and vaniſh'd. 

[Lets his 2 7 fall, and * 

St. 


* 
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St. Clair. Tis moſt ſtrange ! 1 8 
Time may, Perhaps, reveal this hidden truth; 1221 E 
Till then enquiry muſt be vainly us'd. "7 

| Roch. No more of this reflection but augments 
The myſtic darkneſs of this night's conjecture 
For I have wander'd midſt a fearful train 
Of doubts and horrors—But too much of theſe. 
Give me my ſword—l nothing am without it— 

On that my future merit much depends [Pats it on. 

To-morrow I'll away, : 
St. Clair. So ſoon! 
Roch. Tis fix'd, 
The night flies faſt, and thou haſt need of reſt. 
Farewel —Be happy !--May the gentle hand 
Of kind Felicity ſmooth ev'ry ſtep, 
And lead thy future life thro! paths of flow'rs, 
S, Clair, Farewel | (embrace) and yet I cannot part 
with thee 

So ſuddenl I muſt attempt at leaſt 
To warn thy youth againſt a court s deceit, 

Within we may confer, 
Roch, Forgive me now; 
I'm much diſturb'd, By letters thou ſhalt learn 
The earlieſt news of me and of my fortunes, 

Good night, 0 [ Going. 
S,. Clair. Heav'n be thy guide. e returns. 
Roch. A moment yet 
As thou reſpecteſt heav'n, or holy rites, 
] muſt entreat Be watchful of my mother ! 
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Quit her not when I'm gone By all that? s wretched, 

There is a dread idea haunts my mind 

If any weapon— 

St. Clair, Yield not to thoſe fears, 

For in her boſom piety doth dwell, 

Koch. I own 150 fear * more, farewel. 
Lane nun 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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— 
an - 


A TAO r -e 17 


Keren. 


0 BNE ;< 


A Cottage. 
Dae. MonttenY and Jour; with book in her” 
Hand. 


— 


| 1 Tell thee, daughter, it muſt have an end: 20 


I am a plain rude man, a peaſant bern; 11. 


Jo ſerve heav'n thankfully, and rear my n 


Is my extent of ſcience. - Wherefore then 

Should my ſole child aſpire to de enlghtbwd, |: 
And ftrive to know what cannot uſeful prove, 
But fpends that time the might employ more fitly. 
Where education makes one mind the better A 
It ruins twenty ſuch are my ideas. | 

But ſince you're grown acquainted with high berger 


Tis likely you deſpiſe them as they're mine. 


Jul. O do not chide thus wrongfully none more 
Than I can feet my error and unhappineſs. 
I know not how to ſpeak to you—ſo much 


You find wy language foreign to oa ears. 
D Yet 
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Yet as you now have pierc'd my very heart, 
By theſe complaints, I muſt reply at laſt, 
Accuſe me not of ſuch a fin unheard, 

As that of harbouring contempt in aught 

Of you, my father, my ſurviving parent! 

If you ſhou'd caſt me off, where ſhall 1 find 
A refuge for my youth ? where ſeek for aid? 
But if by reading only I offend, 

I pray you recolle& 'twas.your conſent 
Engag'd this charitable prieſt to teach me : 

It was his cuſtom (in thoſe vacant hours 
When from the caſtle he purſu'd his walk) 
To viſit many poorer roofs than our's, 

And hold diſcourſe with all or! pious ſubjects, 
Led by the dictates of humaneſt zeal. 

He came to you—('tis near three years ago) 
With pity he beheld my artleſs youth, 

And deign'd to queſtion me. I know not how, 

Yet my replies made his indulgent goodneſs 

Think me not quite unworthy of his care: 

For from that hour he form'd the gen'rous plan 
Of giving my rude mind the happy means 
(As I then thought them) to improve itſelf. 
Nature it ſeem'd had graven in my heart 
Deſire of knowledge; for tho' all day re 
Or in the vineyard or the houſe employ d, 

I cheerfully forgot my toils to learn: 

But ſince you view this as a fault in me, 

1 do proteſt it was nnn, 


Mont 
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Mon. No, I had nothing ſaid; believe me, Juliet, 
If this good man had limited his pains 
To teach a peaſant's child to read her pray'rs : 
It had been charity but for What eng 
Bring all thoſe chronicles of times long * | 
And fill her head with kings and: ſtates o'erturn'd, 
Stories of maids like thee, who martial'd troops, 
Wars and rebellions; (for tis all I hear, 
Or all I comprehend in your late leſſons): 
Then again—monſtrous fables, quite unchriſtian, 
Sung into rhyme, and paper vilely ſcrawl'd, | 
Where he pretends to ſhew the world at once. 
All this miſlikes me and I do begin 
To think him leſs devout than dangerous. 
Jul. Nay, father, be but juſt his age and morals 
Thro! all the country contradict your fears: 
And if my ſtudies paſs'd his firſt deſign, | 
*Tis I, not his inſtructions you ſhou'd blame ? 
Long had he now concluded, but for me; 
For ſtill unſatisfied; whate'er I learn'd, 
He hop'd to check me in my eager ſearch 
By themes to me obfcure, and therefore try'd 
The grave hiſtoric annals of paſt days. 
Yet taſting theſe, he cou'd not then with-hold 
+ The needful charts (which moſt your anger move) 
For did I read ef ſome well govern'd ſtate, 
Or of ſome chieftain mourn th' untimely fall, 
I ſtill enquir'd, where ſuch great actions paſs'd ? 
How diſtant ſuch a realm? where flow'd ſuch ſeas? 
5 D 2 0 
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Or of their cities what was ſpar'd by time ?7/ | 
This 1 confeſs (but let me werner bY % 3 
The only plea I have for my excuſe 7) 

Fave I neglected any houſehold care 

Or from your fide e er wander'd in the field? 

Mont. Thy diligence indeed ſurprizes me, 5 
But ſtill tis fit thou ſhould'ſt give over books; 
For they begin to ſteal that lively bloom 
That healthful glow d upon thy cheek of late; | 
It muſt not be for thou art even chang'd- 

Since I was forc'd to leave thee ſame few days, 
And ſpeed to Toulon, whence my brothets ſail d. 

I well ſuppoſe you ſpent both night and day 

Wich poring over this beloved lumber. 5 


Jul. Alas! 

Mont. How now !—thou art not well. 
Jul. I am not. . 

Mont. Why ſo? e 


Jul. You went to Toulon—I remain d. | 
Mont. And what of that ? Did any | i hefall 
thee ? 

Ful. O do not ſearch the reaſon of my es 
Unleſs thou can'ft as ſurely give their remedy ! 
 Unleſs,thou canſt invoke ſome pow'r divine 

To baniſh ſhame, which holds my tongue enchain'd 
When I wou'd ſpeak of them. O endet Roch- 


end!!! ' TWiteps. 
A, Is it the Duke thou wre -Ibode ſome 
| NR A x 


5 | | : | 8 185 Yet 


Amer. 25 


Let he's eſteem'd moſt noble. Say, how was it? 
Jul. Aſk me not that—for I as ſoon can think 
How the bright ſun ſhou'd loſe his golden beams, 
How the warm ſummer turn to killing froſt, 
Or the. pure fountain prove a pois nous draught, 
As e er divine how Rochford can be guilty ! ! 
7 Mont, 'Lhave- a Tots} ERC ILINEEs is win, CY 

If thou art lc Go. | 

Jul.. Ha i think It thov it poſſible . 
How thou miſtak·ſt mo I atteſt high Heav'n, 
And thoſe chaſte ſpirits miniſt ring above, 
That I have ſtill preſery d myſelf unſullied! | 

Mont. Why-then alarm me thys Why. talk of 

ſhame? 

Jul. Feels. then the demi ſhame but infamy p 
The baſe ſuſpicion: wounds a ſpotleſs mind: 

O, my dear father, were I ſuch a wretch, 

I wou' d have met thee ere thou cou! dſt enquire; 
Told my deſpair, and ſhunn'd the light for ever 
But 'tis for Rochford's ſake theſe bluſhes riſe, 
For his great ſoul, in one ſad moment made 

A ſlave to baſeneſs and unworthy: paſſion ! 

Mont. I underſtand thee not - ſure thou doſt drenm? 
Why elſe ſpeak of the Duke, our Lord and maſter, 
With ſuch enthuſiaſtic, fond preſumption ? 

1 well remember. me, he ſometimes came 
(Tir'd of a lonely life) to hear thee read, 
(For of thy learning much had been the talk) 
Tꝛet it was ſeldom, and his tutor ſtaid 
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And witneſs'd all that bd, „ 4 0 e 

: pleas'd: tial DG WY, 

I hope he has not harbour'd Oe alas 

For ah! my child, the Great will be obey'd, 
Or make their vaſſals feel their — 1 

Jul. Fear not,—O, cou'd J teil thee all my 0 

And yet I muſt—to hide it were tranſgreſſing. 

From thoſe firſt fatal viſits of the Duke, 

The hapleſs, lowly Juliet touch'd his heart: 

(Ah! let this ſeeming vanity not change 

Thy perfect faith in what I now unfold, 

Though it may well excite thy utmoſt wonder) 

The ſage St. Clair with watchful eye perceiv'd 

Ere Rochford's ſelf, this inauſpicious flame, 

And long averted all this ſcene of woe. 

But when your cruel abſence had ebd. 5. 

This unſuſpecting heart to all it ſuffers, 

Scarce were three days complete, when I beheld 

The youthful Rochford ſeek my lonely cot: 

Blooming in all the pride of graceful years: | 

He came, to tell me ſuch a tender tale ! 

Breath'd ſuch ſoft ſighs, and ſuch prin vows, 

That ev'n now, by mem'ry trac'd again, 

The fainter image fills my frighted ſoul. 

But, oh! he aſk'd in fond exchange for theſe— 

(Can I expreſs it ?)—what no wealth ſhould bay! J 

The foul affront reſtor'd me to myſelf—- 

I ſtarted !—wak'd from the firſt luring dream 
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Bade him be gone! while yet my rage 1 pow'r, 


Then — flight confirm'd the conqueſt virtue claim d. 
Mont. How hard is poyerty | that e'en ſuſpends 


The joy with which I wou d this act applaud, 
Shewing dark ruin as the fruit. 
Ful. Forbear4t 
Nor caſt one thought on this (deal I 1A 
But rather look with horror on thoſe ills | 
Not time itſelf cou'd cure, if I had yielded. 
Let (that I may not boaſt my fame preſerv'd 
Alone by firm reſiſtance) ſome kind Pow'r 
Gave in that very Rochford that I fear'd, 
At once my foe and my moſt ſure defence; 
For yet, he felt ſome ſpark of purer climes, ,. 
And pleaded the neceſſity of rank, 15 
To veil his raſh requeſt with honour $ name; ; 
But I moſt haply rouz'd his gen'rous ſoul, 
Thus arm'd againſt himſelf, and bade 1 
Succeed the tranſports of miſguided paſſion. 
He left me, muſing, pierc'd with deep deſpair! 
With looks that as I ſpeak ſeem jag ſtill— 
'Tis he himſelf 
Enter Rocurord. . 
Mont. Alas! he comes indeed! 3 
We are undone, my e child ! F-IRS; 50 4 
Ful. (to Mont.) Be. firm, 4 pray you! 
Alas! my Lord, yay ſeek this homely dwelling i oF 


- [70 Roch. 
Does 
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Does not its conſcious poverty rel! 
The keen reproaches of your wounded dene“ . 
Or ſhou'd this viſit be vindictive meant? 

1 ſo, preſcribe my puniſhment—1 yield 

Without a murmur, to appeaſe your wrath 
But caſt not ruin on that aged head, F 
He has not ſhar d- 

Roch. My life, my deareſt Juliet! 

Why this deſponding ſoftneſs, that o tits alla 

Thoſe eyes, that elſe. might Thace mer night's aut = 
gloom, 

And make Aurora pale Look not on me 

As on ſome fierce invader ſeeking pep 

But him thy charms once tempted to dire 3 

Vet whom thoſe very charms reclaim'd, and taugt 

To worſhip thy pure mind, till far above them. 

Jul. If then one thought in your own noble nature 

Pleads for my innocence, this language ceaſe. 

Here part we, mutually teſoly'd to ſuun | 

The dreadful brink on which we both have food ! 3 

Koch, No, Juliet, thou art injur' d This attempt 

Of my tebellious love, gives thee a right 

Io aſk of me whatever reparation _ 

Can heal th' inſulted dighity of woman. 

Jul. My injuries, my Lord, moſt ſmall appear 
Io thoſe which your own boſam tas ſuſtain'd. "of 
For liſt'ning but one hour to flatt'ring vice, | 
You thus endanger'd all your future life | 1 
Broke thro* that ſacred bar kind Heay' n had plac'd 

Betwixt 


A TRAGEDY) as 


Detwixt ybur heart and crimes too black to mention: 
Thou, like a treach'rous guard, unlock'd the citadel, 
Gave entrance to the foe, who, tho repuls d, 
Without ſtrict watch may find his way again. 
Roch. Thou paint'ſt my failings in too gentle terms: 
Why haſt thou not reſentment in thine eye ? 
Why frowns not indignation on thy brow ? 
That for awhile at leaſt I might deſpair _ 
Of that forgiveneſs I've not yet deſerv'd. 
But there remains one way,—-Nay, liſt, Montigny, 
Does then my preſence fright you? _ | 
Mont. My good Lord, | 
I wait your Grace's pleaſure; 
Roch, Thus tis then. „ 
Hear, Juliet Hear, ye ſouls who Ro virtue! 
Jul. What means my Lord? | 
Roch. Send for the curate ſtraight— 47 ar 
The vain remonſtrances of rank and pride © 
(That weigh'd too much with mo before) are paſt : 
Give but thy faith to me- be mine, my Juliet! 
Nay, quickly ſend ! for the impatient hours 
(That borrow when I'm near thee ſwifter wings) 
Chide my delay, ev'a in love's righteous cauſe. 
Mont. Does my Lord mean to try his lowly We 
Zy ſuch diſcourſe? ? 
Roch. Talk not, but wr to go. [Exit Mont, 
| Speaks not my Juliet? W 
Jul. Pardon me, my Lord 


But that ten thouſand ſentiments at once 925 
E Make 


w care! AN FRIARL | 


4 


Make language inexpreſſive, I wou'd ſpeak, 
To tell my Lord his words Have reach'd my ban 
But, loſt in wonder, ſcarce I dare to truſt 
T he evidence of thought.—ls it then pofible? A 11% 

Noch. Moft ane —* der ee can 
hinder? , | 4 Kn 
Tho my rever'd 8. Clait (in this ee; 
Already has oppos'd thy humble birth, | i - 
His arguments have nearly prov'd my de, 
I cannot live without thee and muſt o- r 

Or to a crime, or to a noble act, i. Lyn os | 
The dear felicity of thy poſſeſſion?n 
Let me not hefitate to chuſe of theſe ia 
The way my heart deſires, thy worth TY 

Smile only thou upon my vows, dis done. „ 

Jul. Then, thou moſt generous I joy Indeed,” 
To have the pow'r to pay in part this bounty! 
Take back thy vows, take back thy proffer'd _ 
It is not fit that Juliet ſhould: receive them! 

Roch. Thou wrong'ſt me Love and dae 

Jul. Both ate ſatisfied | / 
Born as I am, obſcure, ſo far benen you,” 

1 will not add to my unworthineſs ga 
T accept a gift fo great, and in return | 

To bring thee nought but univerſal hone low). 
No—l acquit thee of all future ties: 
It is an honour far above my hopes z 

Th ' illuſtrious Rochford's freedom to confi, Tu 
' To think he lives, indebted to poor Juliet! 5 


. i 3 | 
* "7 | ; 
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Let me enjoy this triumph tis e 171 
And be the reſt forgot. 4 loan. 
Noch. Stay, Juliet, ſtay1. i Mie b) 3 e 
Bereave me not of all my e thus)... * 
This day, this eruel day, I'm forced 1 tus 
Repairing hence unto a dazzling, cout: 
Be mine before we part Thy low d: idea 
Shall be my ſhield againſt enſnaring air, 1 
And keep the boſom it inhabits pure! 
Ful. For court this * nn * my; Lord ? 
Roch, This day. nr Pvialed ach blagd 
Nay more, my life—1 Pho a OW: wit a, 81 
To make this ſeparation laſt two year:: 7 
Ha !—does this parting colt thee one kind. 020 
You tremble, Juliet Grant me hat I aſk, , 
And be in abſence my angelic guard}, 
Or ſhou'd diſaſt'rous Fate—Weep'ſt thou, my love? 
Jul. For pity, let me go—(difturbed.) : 
Roch. Why ſtays Monyigny ? 
Jul. J had fargot--Think not of that again. 
My fix'd reſolve is regiſter'd aboyez';; 
And makes thy ſtay in vain, if not dilgraceful. 
Roch. O moment interwoven with joy and miſery ! 
Doſt thou then love me, yet deny me, Julien? 
Thy beating heart, thy beauteous down; caſt eyes, 
That on thy boſom ſhow!r, ſuch oryſtal drops. 
e it mock the lily wet with . "kh 
All telb me I am not unfavour'd there! 
en then, uabluſhing, to their tender ao. 
[ 2 


Nor 
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Nor rend thy gentle ſoul with all this ſtrife. - 
Who will applaud (if that be thy ſole aim) 
When thou haſt caſt love's choiceſt gifts aſide , 
Is it thy aged Father ?—Surely not : LEE COP 

For thou canſt reſcue him from alnful toil 

By thy compliance. Is it thy own heart? 

Ah ! thou deceiv'ſt thyſelf too tender Juliet! 

When I am gone, will no ſoft wiſhes ſtray— 
Jul. (kneeling) Hear my diele thou e of 
ſte weak! is 

Behold me helpleſs, wretched, hat to thee'! ! 

To thy dread law ] make my laſt appeal! 

If thou haſt ſent me to this arduous trial, 

To be the proof by which thou wilt diſpenſe 

Thy future grace or future wrath on me, 

Give added firmneſs to this wav'ring heart— 

— me, or I fall. 


Euter St. CLar#ard MoxTicny. 


S.. Clair. What do I ſee ? | | Ak 
| Roch, Thou ſee'ſt of all her ſex the brighteſt gem, 
Long hid in a remote, neglected cavern ; 

And ſee'ſt me, bent to ſearch the dark receſs, 
And wear the jewel neareſt to my heart! | 
Jul. (to St. Clair.) O thou wert Nep. ſent for my 
delivrance! 
How cam ſt thou? Sure thou didit — flows in 
S. Clair. Cloſe by the caſtle gate I met rs... 
7 With 
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Wich joyful look, and ſpeed: unknown to age} 
I ſtopp'd to aſk'the reaſon of his hafte, 
When I perceiv'd him heſitate to Gen! 1 
And by more queſtions drew the truth from him: 
But peace with thee, fair maid, I. charge thee not 
'Tis thou, degenerate youth, or rather madman, 
Whom I muſt talk-with.—Canſt thou lock on 807 
And not feel ſhame ſeize on thy ev'ry ee 
Two hours ere noon for thy departure fix'd, 
Yet now the ſun high climbing in his ſphere 
Darts on the earth almoſt meridian rays, - Ot 
Still art thou here, and here on what account? 
Where are thy ſolemn vows, thy thirſt for fame, 
And where, ah where | thy filial duty fled? | 
Or doſt thou mean to hide thee in a cottage, 
In one fond dream forget thy noble views, 
Pleas'd with the bleſſings of inglorious love? 
For ſhame I bluſh at ſuch unworthy thoughts. 
Roch, Tis well. —Haſt thou yet more to add if 
TE not, e 1 A | 
(And thou art ſatisfy'Þwith keen upbraidings) 
Hear me reply.—In part thy charge is juſt ; 
I linger here ſtruggle with my fate— 
I vainly woo delight to ſoothe my days, 
| When heay'n reſerves me but for ſcenes of trouble 1 
But ſpare thoſe terms of ſcorn, inſulting prieſt! - 
In purer regions ſhall my love be priz'd, 
Above the precepts of ſuch narrow ſouls ! 
For in this cruel hour, that lovely maid | 
| . : Proves, 
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Proves, uncomplaining;- all a martyrs pangs t- 
And with a gen'rous fortitude rejectnƷ 
My wealth, my hand, (which I had both beſtow d 
To ſave my name the cenſure I deſpiſe! 
St. Clair. Ln then £ rom her to value it more 
juſtly /: l fihds 7 
And if this hacrifices A Fas ee hz $ 11 
Shew not our vaunted: reaſon far beneath ey | 
Roch. I thank thee now, and am reloly'd atnce, 
Yes, I will imitate ſo fair a guide!!! 
Ah! cou' d it be a failing to adore 


That bright perfection haſt thou conſpr 4 
To caſt freſh luſtre on her op' ning mind, . 


And fertilize the ſoil where genius ſmibd? 
O my heart's treaſure, from deſpairing love is Jul 
Receive this eee Gov: avoid my:arms? 
Por I ſfubmit—. | [Exit Juliet and Montigny. 
55 dt Fs 4 reſtore again 
That 3 peace which 1, alas ] have ro ag d 1! 
Now lead me forth !—where'er my fortunes call me, 
What can I not endure, this conflict paſt! | 
As on a wreck from cruel ſtorms juſt ſav d, 
(Spent with their rage at laſt, which long he bv 
The mariner eſpies ſome unknown ſnore, 
And ſtrives through reſtleſs waves, a track t- explore; ; 
Uncertain there what fands, what. ſhelyes await, 
He courts in _— and W 0 the reſt to fate . 
I 2 01 lee, 
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. Malter. Nane ad 3 

E welcome, worthy friends; and Fl i Ea Kon 5 
To the young King, our nation's dawning hope. 
Bel. With loyal zeal and truth I give th' example. 
dee 


All. Long lin the 1 ] (drink. [8 j 
Bel. (to Roch.) Vou were proſented, N 
To · day to the Queen Regen Lo 
Roch. Ves, my Lord, 925 7 
N And am moſt gtateful for Por fart ring notice; . 
Bel. Vou are well form'd by Nature, gentle ee 
To win the notice and eſteem of all 
Tour ſentiments, outſhine your noble mien. 
e 1 know not how to anſwer you, ſo much 


This 


. * 
a j 
5 * - 
* 
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This kind indulgence makes mere thanks ungrateful 

Good Count of Belmont, teach me ſome return, 

As you have taught my heart to feel your debtor. 
Min. But we were ſpeaking of the Queen's recep» | 

tion : Fg. | 

Indeed, young Rochford, you may well be proud 

Of ſuch diſtinguiſh'd praiſes from her Majeſty, 

Who is not *cuſtom'd on firſt ſight to give them. 
Roch, My Lord, I deeply feel her condeſcenſion, ; 

It needs not repetition to increaſe it. | 
Ate]. Viaith, 1 fee no great phenomenon 

In all this matter; Queens are women till, 

And woman ſoon is caught by brilliant from "PHY 

As handſome blooming youth, like him, firſt ſeen, 

And thus admur'd—why, their ungovern'd tongues, 

Muſt deify the preſent object ſtraight, | 

- Roch. Permit me, Sir, to ſay you give me pany 

| To hear ſuch die peel language: . 

Mel. Pha! 

When you at Court have FO. ſome few fair months, | 


Tou'll know the juſtice of it by experience 


'Tis well for many you're unvers'd in art, 
And have not ſtudied court-intrigue ſo ſoon, 
Or we might ſee you plac'd above their heads, 
A royal favourite. It may be yet— 

Bel. For ſhame! I beg this theme 155 be aii d. 15 
Or with leſs freedom us'd. | 

Mel. What ſay'ſt, young counier? | 
Does thy ambition fire—' le Rochford, 5 

£2 | ” „ 
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And no leſs penetrated with concern 
Jo find Tam the ſubject of tack wean s: 
Moft worthy Lords: I W m0 meet 
At leaſt much tiper judgments than my oẽ n, 
But, with your pardon, I can nom peicaive 
That from an error ſprings this ſtrange nN 


It is impoſſible the gracious Queen 
Can find me worth a moment's 3 


Unſkill'd I am in all that can attract. 5 
Me]. No matter : novelty has wond'rous charms; 
| Beſides, the native dignity and fire | 
Of youth, emerging from retreat, outſhines 
The flat, inſipid tricks of practis d oophanty, 
Profit but well, you have a glorious field * 
Noob. 1 do proteſt 'm e 
Mn. Well ide 
Seem à mere novice, *twill pril moe ſurely ; 
I ſwear you have the wit of ewice Ne ee 
You'd be a prodigy, if all belie d 
That doating blockhead Rochford was your father. 
Roch. (Karting from his feat) Demons and death! 
© whence came thoſe hated founds— .. : 
Who dar'd — the name of Rochford ot 
Mel. I did. e 
Be ſtill, good your; for tell no (ONE'S 
1 AM in. Have you forgot where youn intemp Tate 
_  tpevch _ #04 
Berry you, Melville ? 


F : | Bel. 


* * 
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Bel. Haſte thee to repair FH 5 Amt - 


Thy raſh offence. 


Roch. Know'ſt thou of ie than Dealt 
Mel. Why, of Eugenia, thy once lovely mother, 
And of her ideot huſband, who took flight, 
And kill'd himſelf in a wild fit of jealouſy, - 
Becauſe; forſooth, ſhe favour'd ſome gallant, _ 
Roch. Stop that audacious e vile ſon of falſe- 
hood! _ | 
Forgive, my W rage will hold no que 


Revenge, revenge, good Heay' n! Ro | 


Mel. Be calm again; 


Put up thy ſword, thou canſt not match me yet. 


Bel. Dear Rochford n By for the fake of 
all you love, 
Be not thus raſh, nor think t expoſe your li" 


Tis wine that now ſubdues his erring reaſon. 


Min. If truth and decency have loſt their fway, 


At leaſt our preſence ſhou'd prevint-—llngane! - 


Not in this houſe the Duke ſhall be inſulted. : 
Mel. With all my heart—F . n Doke of 
Rochford ! {ſneering.) 


Roch. Turn, pms Re doſt 'not mean to 
add 


Io thy in oftice all a coward's baſenefa; 


Arm thee in thy defence !—Plead not my youth — 


I can forgive thee, if I fall But now 


The bolts of heav'n were mercy to thy words * 


Mel. 


* 
= 
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Ml. 1 wbeh⸗ -Ich Net thee; ſtripling. 

5 N15 ee ue Sc. *ferives 10 mol . 7 
Mz „ Call for guad, d id miga HA . 

Any n chis bold n of ann peer. 0 100 ar 

a qiinow[ & bene. | 

bei. 1 & Jabfird. in the arm. 8 he 

guards are entering when: be gſcupes. 

Bel. He's fled Dear ene 9 | 


LEY 


Roch,” But little - art be ol i | 

Tis but a trifle tons kde 2K 

Which till I find my ere never heakl!; +} oT 
O Fortune, fortune! — on bis bn eo, 


Min. Pray repoſe rourſelb-ei 096 942A) ,v 
ou ſhall have juſtice, / — deem . 1 
Roch, How! 54 © ror T Had 
Shall I cemmit an injur'd Saretg!s ane! 2 
| To any other arm ? H＋Tho' mine fliou'd! a. 953. 0 
At leaſt I'll die to vindĩeate their wrong 
That villain: Melville Why, ah why, juſt hear 
— Didftthou'not give my ſword, for ſueh a ſtrife; 
The lightning's ſwiftneſs and the tempeſt's fury? 
Ah! mother, thy laſt yards were ſure prophetic! 
ce Practiſe the nr 1 nerd 
; ither"t Lined Not e Nn ,ẽeT Be- 710 
But vengeance, 1 unſatisfied, Mall lend 
This inexperienc'd: arm Herculean force p41 || 2 
I feel, I feel, tho art deny'd its aid, | 
When n next *tis rais'd vile calumny ſhall tremble, 
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36 
That daring ſlander ſhall affrighted mrink, 
And proſtrate meet the blow that's but delay'd ' 

Bel. Ab, calm this noble indignation now, 
Lock to thy wound——doet it not bleed apace ? 

eh. No, worthy em n thou not pre 

WR. TORT | 
Why thus unwilling 8 the 3 ride d 

* Chill'd by the horrors of that villain's tongue, 

The vital blood runs backward ta its ſource, 
As it were conſcious 'twas moſt needed there, 
To bear the weight of woes that preſs upon me, 
And will not waſte one drop that may . ex cet | 
Min. 'Retire awhile. | —_ |} 
Roch. 'Tis. Nature gives the eon! Katt L =! 
And I will fly to ſhield thee from ain CON, 

Source of my being l But Til firſt purſue 
Deteſted Melville, to redeem thy fame. 
Give him, oh, give the traitor to my rage ow 
My father's memory, my mether's virtue, 

Stabb d at one ſtroke l Can I forgive the eb | 
Never, oh, never Were there avg between ut 
Unnavigated ſeas, fire-ſed volcanoos [ 

All hoſtile elements in ceaſeleſs jar, 1 
With dread Deformity's moſt horrid n 

i Whoever blots their name with foul. ny 
Shall not efcape my dauntleſs arm ns 41 


. 


Seem'd much perplex'd whene'er he ſpoke of him 
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SCE N E II. 
E aue in nene near Rorhfo as call. 


Euter Roenron, with a Rat tied ron bis arm, 


Koch. Vain is the ſearch which would detect char 
villain, 

That murd'rer of my reſt—then vain my Ray 
How live diſhonour'd by his bare ſuſpicions,. 
And meet the doubting glance of fawning counters? 
Till I affert the truth by right of arms, 
I bear the blot Ha l if it ſhould be jut l. VI 
Some diſmal cloud hangs o'er my birth, tis ſure. 
My lite began in mourning, ev'n that age 
Of playful innocence was daſh'd with pain. 
My little ſportive mates, tho'-born to ferve me, 
Talk'd of their fathers, alas! had none! 
1 knew not what they meant but yet my heart 
Told me chat they were richer far than me. 
How heav'n depriv'd me of him till this hour 
Ne'er!haye I heard explain d St. Clair himſelf _ 


And then, (oh, heav'n!) my mother's ſullen e 
The dreadful hints of ſome terrific ſecret— 

Her parting look, her fears, all, all, confirm i. 
Wretch that I am The ſhame, the ſcoff of Nature, 


Where ſhall I fly to bury my diſgrace ? 
4718 | Why 


"1 
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Why came I back ?—Hold—let me not reflect 
If it be true, if ſuch a tain ſhe wear, | 
Does not fair ſemblance aggravate her crime? 
My father fell a victim to his doubts, _ 
And on himſelf aveng'd (as late I've learn d) 

What on her head more juſtly—Ah 1—1 rave! 
Condemning her, I look not on myſelf— 

No longer Rochford—ah ! what am 1 then ? 1 
I ſhudder at th' idea of my ſtate, ,-/ 
And dare not utter what I am betone. 

Muſt I then loſe that name I gloried in??? 

So early loſe it? Can no proof be founded 
Which may decide my future peace or ruin? 
My ſwelling heart beſpeaks no baſe deſcentt 
It hates exiſtence with diſhonour ſtain dd! 
Seems not my mother all that's good and perfect? 
Why then — But ſhe alone can clear this CY 1 
She muſt, or ſee me periſh at her feet! I 
*Tis near the hour, by yon retiring beam, bin 
She pays her wonted' viſit to St. Michael's: 
Thither 111 ſpeed, in friendly ſhades based, T 

To wait her coming: thence reſolv'd to learu, 
The final ſentence which muſt ſeal my Wd 150 

1 be *( Exit, 
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SCENE 


— Chapel in 5. Michaer's Church. 
4 Sytver Lip dans from the Nader a 2 on 
. the right, near the — Ware eo 


Enter RocurorD fron the W Side 


Hail, hallow'd roof — Hail, fad abode of ſorrow! 

Long conſecrated for her habitation, vo 

Thou only know'ſt the accents of diſtreſs! | 
The dreary echo of thy vaulted dome, 
And that bleak howling thro? the hollow iſle, 
Freeze my ſlow- beating heart with ſacred terror; 
An univerſal dampneſs reigns around me! 
The maſly pillars ev'n diſtil moiſt ſtreams, 
As the hard ſtones wept at the fight of Rochford | 
Ah ! does this gloom preſage ſome dire diſcovery.? 
She comes not yet no footſteps bend this way; 
But as I tread, the very arches ring! 

'Tis here, till now in ſolitude ſecure, + 
She pours the anguiſh of her ſoul to heav'n, 
What if I hid me filently to watch 

Her undiſguis'd emotions when alone ? 
This way perhaps—Ha | does my grief deceive me, 
Or do I ſee a monumental urn: 


n me, heav'n -I tremble to approach i it.— 
Flere 


3 
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Here lies, perhaps, he whom I call my father! 
And I this moment trample on the grave 
That holds his honour'd duſt Thus then I bend 
But ſoft—here's ſome inſcription may inſtru& me 

[ Reads with emotion in a fixed attitudes 
t To the memory of Theodore-Francis-Henry, 

« Duke of Rochford |" 

Tis ſo, ye Pow'rs Why does this icy dread 
Aſſail my panting boſom —Yet, again 


i 


[Reads again. 


ue And for the repoſe—of his beloved \pirit ſup- 
00 poſed departed 
Ha! is it even thus . I'll read no more 
Cruel incertitude!—I cannot bear thee ! 
[ muſt purſue the reſt A moment yet 
{ Reads, 
« Suppoſed departed in ame diſtant elime Whether 
6 releaſed from the bondage of humanity by that 


% Power who created it, or whether—as it is too 


te much feared—from his own frantic hand.” 
Enough ! enough ! already have 1 found 
My condemnation in thoſe fatal lines 
O Rochford, Rochford, violated ſhade | 
How ſhall | &'er atone my wrongs to thee ! 
If here thy hapleſs aſhes were inclos'd, 
Well might they feel diſturb'd to earth's dark centre, 
And long to burſt the bands that held them there, 
Compell'd to groan beneath my murd'rous weight. 
F Ck 


1 
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Yet I have heard departes ſpirits oft 
Retain a mournful ſenſe of ſuff' rings paſt, 
And with vindictive horror haunt thoſe ſcenes 
By former injuries deteſted made, 
If thus— perhaps I come to meet thee here. 
Pale victim of deſpair=Unhappy Rochford, | 
Why doſt thou hide thee? I deſerve thy vengeance. 
Whom ſhould'ſt thou perſecute with ceaſeleſs plaint 
But me, the living proof of thy diſhonour ? 
I who aſſume thy name, diſgrace thy memory, 
And, robber like, enjoy thy vaſt poſſeſſions, 
Whilſt thou, alas! needeſt the common rites 
Of charitable ſepulchre !—Perhaps 
On ſome rude ſhore, ſome defart's ſands expos'd, 
Lies thy unburied corſe, by vultures torn, 
Or daſh'd and mangl'd on ſome ſavage precipice ! 
If thou haſt pity, earth, ope and receive me; - 
Thou art a mother—ſurely then thou haſt— 

And thus on =y cold breaſt 1 caſt my griefs| 
[Throws bingeff on the ground. 


Enter foams, with / lamp in her hand. 


Eug. Once more, thou diſmal treaſury of ſorrow! 
Once more remote from ev'ry human eye, 
(As the pale miſer ſteals to count his gold) 
I come to number o'er my ſtore of grief! 
Hey where my heart has lodg'd its fad complaints, 
. G Where 
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Where only it unbinds its hidden wound, 

Again I viſit thee with deeper woe! 

The myſtic terrors of a huſband's fate, 

Late my ſupreme diſtreſs, redouble now, 

With anxious muſing on my abſent ſon !. 

My noble child! for thee I'll firſt implore, 

On bended knee, the bounteous care of heav' hn , 
5 [ Approaches the Mausoleum to kneel. 

What s here ?—a lifeleſs body can it be? 

Or but a phantom of my deſp'rate brain - 

It pants !—it breathes —its eſſence is ſubſtantial ! 

By this faint glimmer—Oh ! my child | | 
[ Rai/iug him a little. 
My child ! {falls afide him.) | 
Roch. Tis ſhe herſelf but, ah! why rale 

thus: — 

Riſe, moſt afflicted n on me. 
Eug. Did ſome celeſtial ſpirit bid me live? 
Or wake I only to renew my miſery? - 

My ſon !-—how cam'ſt thou hither ?— 

Roch. Be compos'd : 

If I have dar'd t' invade thy ſolemn eech, 

I will not treſpaſs long on thy devotions : 

I hither came with the moſt earneſt end, 

Firmly to urge one laſt requeſt! 

Eug. What mean'ſt thou ? 

Koch. This very hour from thee to hear my doe. 

Tell me that diſmal tale which thou hef promis d. 
Nay, 
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Nay, anſwer fully, and appeaſe my foul, 
That burns impatient for an explanation! 
» Eng. Ha! doſt thou think to 1 it 
Roch. No, I nn | 
Ah! grant my pray'rs! haſte to Jifcleſe the truth, 
Ere I reſolve on ſome moſt deſp'rate:deed + | 
Ta end my torments !— am wounded here! | 
58 Pointing to his dna. | 
A villaic's tongue, more fatal than his ſword, 
Has ſtruck, transfix'd me {0 
Eug. How thou mak*ſt me tremble— - 
Who has aſſail'd thee? 1 4 
Roch. Waſte not time in queſtions - 
Declare my birth I've ſeen my father's tomb 
(Wretch that I am |) perhaps I but profane 
That tender title! — Tell mean en 5 
Eug. What? | 
Roch. O force me not to o peak 155 my y foul bos. 
dale at Hebe 1 
Thou ſurely ay drin- don ten told; 
By a deteſted tongue, before the Miniſter— 
Eug. (alarm d.) Ha] haſt thou Herd? 
Roch. J have, imperfectly. p 
Eug. From whom? zd 0G: 
Roch. No matter Only I my thee, 
Let me hear thee pronounce— + - q r ei 32 diet 
Eng. What would'ſt thou aſk? Es o 


e aa: Hen 8 fon of 
Rochford ? 7 
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Eug. The ſon of Rochford ?—Oh — | 
Roch. Reſolve me that! 
Vain is diſguiſe—T've heard Fl faith ade 
If thou canſt yet deny Oh! heav'n! ſhe faints: 
Her priſon'd ſoul ſeems anxious to eſcape/, 
Thus panting to ſhake off thoſe briny drops 
From ſorrow's fount, that charge her weary wings. 
Stay yet—conclude thy e O wy folly : 
Exe. Lis dax! 
Roch. She lives! ſhe ſpeaks! 
Eug. Where have I been? 
Who claſps me thus ?—Stand off 
Roch. Be not alarm'd. 
The voice of mourning ſhou'd be grown 0 ami 
Doſt thou not know me ? © #36 
Eug. Art thou Theodore ? 
Roch. Thy wretched ſon. 
Eig. Then thou art mine indeed! 
I own thee by that title Tis become 
Thy mournful birth-right, in diſtreſs to ſhare 
A dread pre-eminence o'er all mankind. © 
RNocb. Alas! I feel it, but I'll not complain | 
*Tis not our taſk to dare accuſe that pow'r 
Who viſits the moſt favour'd oft thus painfully; ; 
But rather let us read within ourſelves, 
Whether in the deep volume of our hearts 
No deed be regiſter'd that may deſerve it. 
Feels ſhe not this? (a/ide.) | 
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Eug. Ah! how can thy pure mind 
Bear any ſpot, thus early to provoke _ | 
Fate's cruel ſhaft to wound thee : 14 I 
Rocb. Shall I ſpeak? (ade) 
I long to hear the reſt I know not how, 
Unleſs that law be unrevok'd above © 
Which on the children caſts the puniſhment .' _ 
Due to their parent's ſin. Need I ſay more? [ fide. : 
Eug. Hold! for the theme thou e is big 
with horror! 
If thus the ſov'reign wiſdom deals with man 
Where is kind mercy, where divine compaſion? 2 
Do they inhabit oft the ſordid eartn, 1 6 
And quite forſake thoſe regions whence they ſprang? 
Muſt I no longer hope to ſee thee bleſt 
Becauſe thy father -_ _. 110 
Roth. Speak——with firmneſs Gato; 
Faint not again ere the dire tale be told! 
Eug.' Thou doſt remind me.—In another ee 
All I have hid fo long were now betray' d. 
The wild aſtoniſhment to ſee thee here 
So ſuddenly, had baniſh'd my e 
Whence com'ſt thou ? 

Roch. From the court. But to our purpoſe. 
Unfold this myſtery my ſoul's on fire 
Already have 1 heard what might content 
My terrible ſuſpicions, were it not - 
That from thy lips I've ſworn to hear my ſentence. 
Poſt thou confeſs ? ' 

. Eng, 
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-Eug. Ha! what reſearching pow'r, 

What vengeful ſpirit prompted thoſe dire words = 
Confefs !—The fatal ſound ſtrikes thro' my heart, 
And calls together ſuch a train of thoughts, 
By buſy recollection ſummon'd there, vol 4 
That ſcarce my ſhiv'ring limbs ſupport the weight); 

Koch. Ah, think, *tis . n e the . 
ſacrifice 
Eig. Ceaſe, impious that thou art—doſt chou Pro- 
flane 
Heav'n's awful Majeſty, d thou hap would'ſt make 
Accomplice of this injury ꝰ— But, ſoft— 5 
From fleep eternal if departed ſhades. 
Can &'en impart ſuſpicion: from the grave, 
'Tis Rochford's' voice that dictates thy demand! 
O fay, in what dread form, how didſt thou learn? 
Roch. Compoſe ty” nn amt oy me Wn 
ſtracts mel) 15 5 
By other means my Pak were half bea; ; 
*T was from a wretch— - | 
Eng. (haſtily) Was he not call'd Manſoli J 
Roch. O n0.— Perhaps chou know'ſt Gount Met- 
ville ? : 
Eug. Melville !—I know hind not—AVhat maze is 
this ! 0 $616 | 
Lives there another villain like Manoli! 1 
MWas't at the Miniſter's ? 4k, Set 
«Roch. It was, it was |— | 1 4a ] 
We fought, when (curſe on bis ſuperior gil. | — 
He wounded me, and fled, | 


hn 


0 ” - - = i 9 
LEN = > T%AL = l 1 & l J * GE N 
FFP 


4 rA br. 47 


th Ha! ſay'ſt thou, wounded ? 
Koch. Ay—but yet further tell me of Manſoli: 
Perhaps he will not fly—Inſtrut me then—- 
If there be no dark reaſon to with-hold me, 


How | filent !—Cou'd I dare interpret this 
Eug. Thou haſt prevail'd; Sdme inſpiration glows 
In all theſe tranſports of thy gen'rous ſoul ! 
My wav'ring mind is now reſolv'd at laſt. 
Come with me, and I will unfold it all. 


Roch, Art thou then but I dare no oy doubt 


thee— 
Rather am I that Rochford that I was ? 
Tell me but only this, and I am bleſt. 
Eug. Thou art that Rochford whom my- ſoul de. 
lights in; 
He who ſhall reſcue innocence from wrong, 
He who ſhall filence Falſehood's impious tongue, 
Whoſe aid his ſuff*ring, injur'd parent needs, 
Whoſe virtues quite efface his hapleſs fire's miſdeeds ! 
_ LExeunr. 


IND OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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Give me to know him, and my heart is fatisfy'd— 1 
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(For from his hand before the ſacred altar, 
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ACT IV 


8c EN E I. 
A Chamber in the + aft, due. 
nen and Bun diſcovered fitting o. on a be 
„ Oy 


O Thou doſt pierce my foul with pleaſing anguiſh 
To hear thee ſpeak of all this fond delight; 


This tender union of your wedded love, | 
Yet ſtill rememb'ring they exiſt no more. 


Eug. Whether as erſt in Eden's purer days, 


Some envious demon wore Manſoli's ſhape, 


To daſh that happineſs he cou'd not taſte, 


Or whether heav'n repented to have wove 
The knot connubial with too perfect bliſ s, „ 


Short was the flatt'ring viſion of my joy! 

For this Italian (whom oy huſband's heart 

Held next to me o'er ey'ry object dear) 
Fiend-like, purſu'd me with preſumptuous paſſions 
Ere full fix months my marriage yows were ſeal'd, 
Vows which himſelf had heard my lips pronounce, 


My 


hy — ol thaw 
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My moſt deluded Rochford wou'd receive met). 

By baſe deceits awhile he veil'd his flame, 

Feigning at times moſt earneſt. preparation 

To ſeek his native land, yet ſtill he ſaid. 

Friendſhip for Rochford long was the pretence, 

Until he dar'd avow 'twas love for me. 

I heard the wretch with all that virtuous rage 
Which the firſt infult makes in woman's breaſt, 

And menac'd to. diſcloſe it to his friend: 
When (that inſidious foe of all the lex) 

Weak pity interfer d. 

Roch, (riſing) What do I hear? 
Talk' ſt thou of pity : How my fears revive! 

. Eng. Would'ſt thou not hear che ruth 
| Roch. I wou'd indeed, 

Tho' thy myſterious preface makes me FRY? 6 

[ Sits again. 

Eig. Prepare thee then to ſteel each ſofter ſenſe 
Thy boſom owns ; for what I have t' unfold 

Muſt chill the mantling blood that paints thy cheek 
With i icy horror as thou hear'{t it ! 

Roch, Heav'ns ! | 
Were all thy ſoothing: words detutive chen ? 

I can no Ranges bear theſe contradictions ! 
uh ſaddenly, both advance. 
Be brief, I do beſeech thee Say at once 
I am a wretch thou bluſheſt to behold, 
Bid me renounce what perfidy beſtow'd, 
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And hide me, deſtitute, diſgrac'd, forlorn 
In ſome rude cavern ! 
Eug. Ceaſe theſe cruel dub 
Too plain 1 ſee thy father's ardent rage 
Dwells in thy nature, gen'rous, but impatient, - 
Roch, I am, perhaps, too raſh, too much alarm 1 
But, ah! conſider on a fatal rack 
The panting victim that extended lies, 
Thinks ev'ry ſtroke more terrible than death, 
And fain would haſten the deciſive blow 
Remember all my treaſure is at ſtake, 
My life, my honour, hang on ev'ry word 
And thou wilt pardon my preſaging fears. 
Eug. Hear then, nor interrupt the wond' rous rale; 
Know that in earlier days this ſame Manſoli 
Once ſav'd my huſband from th' aſſaſſin's hand 
While he ſojourn'd at Turin, Won from thence, 
He paid this ſervice with exceſs of gratitude, : 
And blindly thought his ſoul without diſguiſe. 
This made me heſitate, alas l to ſpeak _ 
What I foreſaw wou'd ftab his peace for ever. 
Beſides, Manſoli's baſe, conſummate art 8 
Feign'd ſuch repentance, in ſuck moving term 
Upbraided tyrant fate, implor'd my pardon, 
That I believ'd him more diſtreſs' dzhan Rn, 
And he confirm'd my error and my woes þ 
By his departure, as reſolv'd, to ſhun, | 
Thoſe painful conflicts he experienc'd here. 


* 
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He went, and. applauded i in my heart "a 

My fatal filence—when with new amaze, 

I ſaw him hither anxiouſly return 

To make a ſhort abode, yet fear'd no il! 
From his deceitful heart, But, fatal change! 
Soon as he took his final leave for Italy, 

Deep melancholy ſeiz d on Rochford's ſoul: 

Alone, diſconſolate, he wander'd oſt N 
On yon bleak cliffs, where daſhing ſurges foam, 

Or plung'd him in the foreſt's midnight ſhade. 

And now the lucid planet of the night 

| Had only to complete her orb once more 
Ere thou waſt promis'd being—O my heart! 

Beat not ſuch wild alarm! — Tis paſt, tis oer 

It cannot take reality from words 

And yet I tremble— + 

Roch. Ah! moſt hapleſs lot! 

Tis at the period of my birth begin 


Tour ſoul-ſubduing pangs 


Eug. O no!—lIn thee 

All my fond hopes are len waſt ſent 
By heav'n to pay me all I loft before. 

I will reſume my narrative—a moment 
Twas at the cloſe of day, fatigu'd in mind, 
Within my chamber as I fate retir'd, 

And meditated on inconitant fate, 

Rochford approach'd me—ſullen was his — 


| m_—_ fſhall.I f. . what follow d W vain 


| tears! 
| 0. N H 2 Still 
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Still do ye "ow PIs x not your ſource yet drain'd 
With ceaſeleſs weeping ? 
Roch. O, abate, if poſſible, 

Theſe cruel agitations for my ſake! 

To ſee thee thus wou'd thaw th' eternal froſt _ > 

Of that rude zone where ſummer never ſmiles, 

Or teach hard adamant to melt in tears! [Weeps, 
Eug. Reſerve theſe ſorrows e n not 

all ä | 

Stern he advanc'd,-and with determin'd voice, 

6 That thou art falſe,” he ſaid, I know too well; 

& I aſk thee not to juſtify thy crime, 

e But on thy life declare thy minion's name Pi 

By fear, but more with wonder ſeiz'd, diſmay'd, 

Truth fell enfeebled from my falt'ring lips, 

Nor found belief, nor cou'd appeaſe the ſtorm |! 

At length, too late, alas! in baſe Manſoli 

I mark'd to him the author of his doubts, 

And told the fatal cauſe of his revenge— 

He ſwore twas falſe—rage lighten'd in his eyes 

Vain were my vows——With imprecations fierce, 

Again he bade me to confeſs, or die! 

Cou'd I confefs what never had a being 

But in his frantic brain ?—Rouz'd by his threats, 

Imprudent, I reproached his baſe . 

He drew a dagger. 
Roch. Ha | 
Evg, Well mayſt has ftart | | 

Shrink, Nature, from the horrid image | Skies, | 


Park? 


0 : g : p 3 . ; 
eee e 


Parken your glitt'ring planets as they rol!l 
 Ofer that difaſt'rous day !—A father's arm 
Againſt his future offspring madly rais'd! 
A huſband's aim'd to en bis ee wife! 
Noch. O torture! | 
Eg. Here remains the direfu er | | 
[Pointing to ber RT, 
Where the invading ſteel, ill guided, fell. 
I fainted, and he thought his crime affur'd : 
More ſwift than thought he fled—and, ah!. too much 
Diſtracting reaſon is there to conclude, 
The ſame yet recking hand, with his own blood | 
Fulfill'd the tragic deed ! 
Roch. Can ſuch diſtreſs 
As mine be match'd in earth's extremeſt bounds ! 
This diſmal ſcene ſeems on my hight to ruſh 
With living horror 
Eug. That unerring Pow'r | 
Who had afflicted me, in mercy deign'd 
To heal my wound, and guard thy life in ſafety. 
This miracle reviv'd a gleam of joy, 
And I refoly'd in thy maturer ſtate 
To tell thee all my wrongs, and from thy ſword 
To have revenge on that accurs'd Manſoli. 
Roch. And thou ſhalt have it !—Periſh Juſtice elle, 
And univerſal chaos reign below ! 
Nerve my young arm, ſome pow r invincible | 
Breathe i in me all the fire of ancient days, 
Of Rome's illuſtrious chiefs, or Sparta's ſons— 
3 h of, 
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= | of, off! thou enſign of diſgrace |—No more 
=_— [Tearing off the scarf, 


Let me look on v thee Thou becom'ſt the weeks. 
No longer manacle this daring arm! 
Eug. Alas! this noble rage while in my. heart 
Y gs It kindles hope, at once alarms me too! OS 
; _____,,, What have I done ?—In telling thee my woes, 
Perhaps the victim of unwary vengeance, = 
I but expoſe thee to reſtore my fame 
O cou'd I ſee thee cruelly deſtroy'd, 
And that brave breaſt pierc d by a villain's ſword, 
Not my life-blood cou'd expiate my crime} _ 
But, ha! tis well—I timely thus conclude, 
No farther aſk—Lament thy father's error: 
Know thy own right—ſometimes regret my fate 
And now, while yet thou'rt ſafe, I leave thee. | 
Roch. Heav'ns.! 
Eug. Within a e cliſter end my days, | 
And bleſs thee ever ! | | 
Noch. Whither would'ſt thou fly 3 | 
F ulfil thy great revenge—Laves that Manſoli? 
Thou wilt not ſhelter him a wound cime 
From the reward of guilt ? 
Eug. O, ſhould'ſt thou fall! | 
Rach. Fear not.—Shall youre and native n 
. PEE. 
f Beteath the point of a declining ſos Nin 
Ahl! rather call the combat moſt unequal ! 2 | 
For on my fide ſhall fight his troubPd conſcience, 
N And 


W ot. a... Bet OM 
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And I my ſword ths ſtain of . blood: 


But were he ſtill poſſeſs'd of vig'rous youth, 


(As I wou' d fain he were !) why apprehenſive ? 


Sure not in vain did Nature knit theſe limbs 
Of texture ſtrong ſo ſoon !—Sure not in vain 
Thirſts this proud heart to vindicate my. birth... 


Where dwells the traitor? Let me ſpeed to find him. 
Eug. He lives, my ſon, exulting lives, at Turin! 
Now, Fate, I am thy ſlave !—do thou the reſt ! 


Roth, Away to Turin then A ſhort farewel I 
When I return, I truſt *twill-be with glory— -- 
n celeſtial we have — of thee 1 

1. 


| Manet Evernta. 
Eug. Yet ſtay ah, let me claſp thee once n F. 
Perhaps no more to meet Alas he's fled ! | 
Too ardent valour | doſt thou bode ſucceſs, 
Or ſhine thy tranſports like a tranſient blaze ? - 
Time muſt determine that. -O then awake, | 
Be rouz d once more my pride, my injur'd fame? 
Burſt forth to light, ye ftifl'd thoughts of Ons 
Bid my torn heart enjoy ideal triumphs, 


> 


While hope anticipates Manfoli's fall! WY 


' 
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SCENE IL. 


the Country in Provence—Diftant Mountains =Vine® | 
yards and Olives in Progpet—A Rock from whence ce 
Foentain iſſues. Day-break. 


Euter ur Er, with a Pitcher. | 


Jul. Why, aby once more do theſe life-weary ſteps 
Purſue their uſual path ?—Why do I view | 
Yon roſy beams divide the dappled eaſt, 
That bring to all that lives return of joy, 
And but to me renewal of diſtreſs! 
kg | [Sets down the rm 

4 Ah! haplefs Juliet] thou awak'ſt to toil 
Severer felt by thee, who know'ſt at once 
The lot of poverty without its peace! 
How different, good heav'n, am I form'd 
Io all I ſee around me !—Like to none! 
As ſome poor ſhrub torn from its native ſoil, 
Tranſplanted, droops midſt rugged weeds and thorns, 

And cannot bloſſom, thus I pine within |— | 
O deſtiny, fince thou for me haſt fill'd 
The draught of being from thy bitter cup, 
Why was my mind ill ſuited with my ſtate ? 
Why are not my deſires as abje& made, 
Or limited to life's neceſſities ? | 
But I delay—moſt certain I ſhall prove 


oh My 


Pd 
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My! father's anger, now grown Wend to chide; 


Then to the fount—1 dare not reaſon longer. 
[7 akes the pitcher to the rock, 


Enter Rectrbis, mui np. 


Roch, With doubting beam the ſtar of morn ap- 
"I 

| Uawillingly to ſhine on yonder Kill: 

Yet I will onward, and till day expect 


My flow attendants. Going, not having fern Juliet. 


Jul. 2 perceiving him, lets Yall the . O. 
f my deareſt Lord, 
Whence have my eyes this überpecked] joy 5 
Silent |—difturb'd What means this change wach 


1 peak. 
Roch. (not knowing ber). File maid 1 1 pray you 


do not importune me, N 


I'm much in haſte - but if thy ſuit be gold, 
Uſe what I have and proſper ! 
| [Throws a purſe — and exit, 


| 1 Mane N 
Jul. (after a pauſe.) O, my Rochford | | 


TRY is it thus we meet He cou'd not know. me! 


Strange was his mien, as ſome new rief pofleſs'd 
him— 5 
Or was it an expedient to conceal 
The alter'd feelings of a faithleſs heart, 
Aham d perhaps to recollect chat flame 
1 
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Once cheriſh'd there for the unhappy Juliet. 
Too cruel Rochford !—is'r ſo ſoon forgot; 
Or were it ſo, ſhou'd cold contempt ſucceed ? 
One word of pity ſure thou might'ſt beſtow _ 
Where thou haſt laviſh'd ſuch a ſtore of vows! _ 
It were an alms more precious than thy gold! [weeps, 
Whither ſhall I repair? where ſeek a refuge )— - 
My home each hour becomes more wretched till 
By ceaſeleſs broils ; my father's diſcontent 
. Contrives to charge me with his ſcanty lot. 

Yes, *tis reſoly'd—Farewel my native plains, 
Ye offer to my eyes no ſource of comfort ! 
I will diſguiſe me, find my Rochford out, 

And unperceiy'd of all wait on his fortunes! 

But ſoft— this gold may much befriend my ſpeed. 
Then I will uſe it as my love's firſt gift, 
So as I *ſcape diſcovery, thrice bleſt | 
To watch his ſteps with unexampl'd faith; 
Nor ſcorn nor perils e'er again ſhall baniſh mel 
[ Exit, 


SCENE III. 
Turin. 


A Chamber, Rochrokp rices from a Table, where he 
| appears to have been writing, 


Roch, Who waits J 


Enter 


„„ i 39 


Enter a Servant. 
berv. My Lord. 
Roch. Is Maurice yet return d? 
Serv. Your Grace well knows he on the road fell 
fick : | : | 
The fight of thoſe dread mountains we have paſt 
 Daunted the timid boy, and caus'd his illneſs. 
| Roch. Who bore my letter to the Count Manſoli ? 
Serv. My Lord, your pardon—but in Maurice 
*ſtead 
1 have engag'd a pretty winning yourk, 
Who journey'd too, and join'd us on the road: 
His tongue beſpeaks him of Provence. 
Roch. Indeed ; 
And you have truſted him to bear my letter ? 
It is important, and he's ſtrange in Turin. 
Serv. So are we all, my Lord; yet I will anſwer, 
For the boy's diligence—and ſee, he comes 
Roch. His name? | | 
Serv. 'Tis Lucio, 


Roch. Leave me, I would talk with him. 
[Exit Servant, : 


ES) Lo 
Enter JULIET, dreſſed as a Page. 


Jul. (afide) Shield me ſome angel's wing! 
Roch. Well, gentle Lucio, 
Be not baſhful, child, but ſpeak thy meſſage. 
My Lord, 'tis written (gives a ws Sure 1 


ſhall n myſelf, | 
12 For 
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For ev'ry vein beats with unknown emotion, 
Yet wou'd [ mark the meaning of en paper 
By its effect (aſide.) | 
| [She looks Redfaſtly at Rochford, who reads, 
Roch. (reading) The ſecond watch—this night— 
 _ & By the moon's radiant lamp.“ — — Tis well, 'tis . 
r 
Jul. My Lord | 
Roch. (in a low voice). Haſt thou the courage, boy, 
To look on naked ſwords?ꝰ 
ul. (afide) O heav'nly pow'rs ! 

Ves, my good Lord—1'll try his purpoſe 4. Lide. 
Roch, See that thou haſt, or frankly own thy 
weakneſs— 

Deceit were dang'rous to thyſelf and me. 

Jul. My Lord, I own, I am not us'd to fighting, 
But your commands diſpoſe of me entirely, 
What can this mean? (de.) 

Roch. Thou ſhalt not fight, good Lucio. 
Only awake me—Fail not to obey. 

Jul. No, my good Lord, 

Roch, One hour after midnight. 

Then take thy ſword, and follow me, 

Jul. (afide) Undone |! | 

Roch, Speak not my orders to thy fellows, 

Jul. No, 

Roch, But where I bid thee ſtand, remain immove- 

able ! 


Stir not, whate'er thou eke on thy 8 f 
Except 


| 
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Except I fall, then 3 my attendants, 
And to the ſpot conduct them, 
Jul. (aſide) O my heart! 


Canſt thou ſupport this? 


Roch. (muſes) Vet another word. 
Leſt life ſhou'd ebb too faſt ere they arrive, 
Tell them, I charg'd thee with my ſtrict command, 
That in this city not an hour they loſe, 


But to Provence tranſport my laſt remains. 


Now leave me (Juliet weeps.) Be of heart, and prove 
thy faith. 
Jul. This is too much!, 
Noch. Goeſt thou not when I bid? 
Ha ! thus affected ?—By th' immortal pow'rs, 
Methinks 
Jul. (kneeling) My Land. forgive my interceſſion | 
Riſk not your precious life -I much have heard 
Of ſtratagems within this city us d 
Go not to-night The hour is moſt unſafe— 
Perhaps beſet with villains, 
Roch, Calm thy terror : 
Thy timid counſels, and theſe agitations, 
Bid me almoſt ſuſpect [ Attempting lo raiſe her. 
Jul. I ne'er will riſe 
Till you have promis'd— Ves, my honour'd Lord, 


Your doubts are juſt—"Tis J uliet at your feet, 


Deny her not 
Roch. How cou'd 1 be Jeceiv'd 
One inſtant ?—Riſe, thou paragon of faith! 
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But why, too vent'rous maid, why in this habit | 
| Didſt thou thus follow, only to diſtreſs me? 5 
; ' To melt this heart with love's moſt tender ſorrows, | 


When it ſhou'd burn with manly indignation ? 
"© ul. If I've offended thee, my life is thine ; © 
But ere thou ſtrik'ſt, ſwear to preſerve thy on 
O, if within that breaſt I yet can move 
One ſpark of former tenderneſs—if ere 
I was the object of one ſoft defire, 
Encounter not Manſoli! 
Roch, Cruel Juliet! 
Why doſt thou raiſe this dreadful conteſt Tye 1 
[Srikes his breaft,. 155 
To have thee near me in this hour of trouble, 
When the repoſe of all my future days, 


2 Or life itſelf, hangs in a doubtful "ſcale ; 

: To ſee thee weep, to know thy wond'rous love, 

: Revives ſuch images as ſhake my ſoul 

; With paſſions ill according with each other 

E Theſe arms wou'd fold thee to my grateful breaſt, 

E But that they ſoon muſt wield avenging ſteel, / 


Z | Fierce acts of valour ſhou'd engroſs me now, 
_— When my heart ſtruggles with the ſighs of fondneſs }- 
\ ; Jul. Still art thou bent to combat this Italian? 
Deferat leaſt— 


g Roch. Impoſſible re or pity | 
g Leave me to call my ſcatter'd I thoughts together, 
A For finding thee muſt alter my intent, - 

; I go alone hope 
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e Io © @ ere 
Ful. Expect not that 5 
I will not quit thee, by all ſacred Providence | - 
Roch. Ha! have a care Engage no ſolem vow! 
It muſt not be—thy ſex, thy fears for me 
Will make thee act ſome madneſs to undo me 
Tis fix'd as fate—this night I meet Manſoli !— 
The righteous cauſe I boaſt heav'n will protect, 
Wait then in peace th' event. 
Ful. O let me go! 

I will obey thee in thy utmoſt rigour, 
Whate'er my heart muſt ſuffer, I'll obſerve 
The dread command thou gav'ſt me ere diſcover d, 

And come not nigh, unleſs, (diſtracting hour |) 
The hoſtile ſword pervade thy noble breaſt— 
Then, in what other boſom would'ſ thou breathe 
Thy parting ſighs but her's, who aſks no more 
Than juſt to catch them, and expire beſide thee - 

Roch. O force of female conſtancy |—Behold, 

Ye Lords of earth! what woman's faith can do, 
And bluſh to own ye ever could betray them ! 

I have not ſtrength to grant or to deny [io ber. 
Thy fad requeſt but think thou wilt have need 

Of reſolutian ſtronger than thy love! 

Come not between us !—On thy life, remember. 
Think that this arm unknowing may deſtroy thee !, 
When once 'tis rais'd in Nature's pious cauſe, 


Nought can arreſt the blow not love itſelf! 
| ; | [ Exeunt. 


an 
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SCENE I. 
An open Place in Turin, Moonlight: 
Enter MansOL1 (in a Cloak). 


Manſoli. | | 
HE clock has not t yet chim'd, but he ina 1 0 
tient: 
1 long to ſee this avipling who wou'd brave me. 
He cannot be, I think, above eighteen— 
And raſhly he provokes maturer force 
To his own ruin. Let him periſh then— 
My ſoul abhors him for his mother's cruelty * 
But ſhe has paid ſeverely her offence, 
So ſhall her champion—IVou'd that he were come 
Why then in ſpite of me am I diſturb'd ? 
She ſets him on—what then ?—With her ſhall reſt 
His fate —his forfeit life, by her expos'd. 
But ſure tis he. 1 0 


Enter Rocnrokb. 
Roch. Good morrow to mine enemy | 


Art thou not call'd the Count Manſoli 1 


Man. 
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. ( 4 ;ſcovering zin * 
Roch. (drawing) Thus I ſalute thee. 
Man. Curb this raſhneſs yet— _ 
A moment ponder on thy enterprize. 
Roch. Thy counſels are not needful, ey'ry Jaw 5 
Of heav'n and earth ſupport the cauſe of juſtice, 
Man. Art thou fo ill aware of what thou ſeek'ſt ? 
Nor feel'ſt the condeſcenſion of Manſoll, _ 
To meet a foe ſo far beneath his ſword? 
Know, I cou'd well repay thy bold FAR 
And by a hired villain have diſpatch'd thee, 
But as I venefate the name thou bear ſt. 
Roch, Inſulting monſter, draw . 
Man. Have patience, hoy— _ 
l wou'd reſerve thee for a obler death, 
Now meet it! (draws.) 
Koch. Spare thy threats—Heav'n judge between us! 
(Fight, Rochford wounds Manſoli, 
Mai. Ha ! *twill not do—Learn from this arm 
[Fight fill, * falls, 
Confuſion Thou baſt overcome I feel 
: My vital force give way— _ 
Roch. Repent thee then— 
Revoke. while yet thou canſt thy foul ——_ 


2 And recommend thee— 


Man. O diſgraceful fall! 
Where's that Manſoli now that us'd to ſhine | 
In taſte, 1 in gallantry, in martial =. 
Well my thou glory, boy! 
K 


To the laſt ſpark of life 
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| Robb Thou know'ſt not me, 
To think I wou d inſult a vanquiſh'd bel TIP 
For juſtice more than glory have I fought; V 
Confels thy villainy, and die forgi 'n. 
Man. Alas! thy triumph is but too complete 
1 muſt admire thee, tho' thy words convey 
A ſting more cruel than thy ſword cou'd give, 
Tho? on the point hung baleful poiſon Peace! 
O conſcience, what have I to do with thee ? 15 
But *tis my curſe to find I ne'er cou'd reach 
The higheſt ſummit, or in vice or virtue. 


Had I but ſtrength to prove a perfect villain 


I ſhou'd not now betray this ſhameful weakneſs. 
Roch. Call it not weakneſs, tis thy only hope 

To purchaſe patdon in this fearful moment. 
Man. Hope] Pardon —Is't for me uy are de- 
r | 

ak dare not liſten. | 
Roch. Yet thou dart to die! 

- To paſs th' eternal ſeparating bar 


Of frail exiſtence, ſtill a ſlave to pride, 


That madly ſcorns the only means to ſave thee ! 
Man. I thank thee—Thou haſt chac'd a cruel 
. 

That whuggled i in my heart, if 1 ſhav'd ſtrire 

To wear the maſk of firmneſs, and _ 


Roch. Diſmiſs the thought. „ 
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Man. 'Fis paſt—and to thy ear Th now conkide * 
A A ſecret time has never wreſted from me. 

- Roch. Let me ſupport thee—loſe no time, but tell! ir, 

Man. Yet ger I aſk thy aid, I thus declare Fog 
I've baſely wrong'd the wonder of her Tex,” 2 
Thy ſpotleſs mother—thy revenge is Juſt! FI: 
And now, if life permits, 1 will atone 1 
For a dark deed long hic 
Roch. Be brief, I pray you. 
Man. Know then, not long before = facher 5 mar- 
5 riage, 
With ſnares (too oft ſucceſsful) I foduc d 
A noble lady to diſgrace and run. 
My paſſion cool'd, I left her to her woes, 

With baſe neglect, that doubled my firſt fault: 

To ſhun her fight, I journey'd to Provence, 0 


. 


Witneſs'd Eugenia's charms, and caught their flame, | 


Conſpir'd againſt her peace—thou know'ſt the reſt! 
But for the hapleſs victim of my falſehood,” : 
(Diſown'd by her illuſtrious houſe) ſhe fed, 

To hide her ſhame within a cloiſters gloom, | 
There breath'd her laſt—Ye racking e lie ſtill, 
And let me finiſh— 

Koch. Is there more to add? 

Man. Alas! much more, ev'n now Tpant for ſpeech! 
Ere ſhe expir'd, ſhe ſent the infant pledge hs 
Of mutual tranſgreſſion to my care, 
Conjuring me, by former vows, to cheriſh 1 it. 
Loſt as J was to all humanity, . 


BY THz 2 


„ 5 | long'd d 
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fy long'd to rid me of the little wretch, | 
And to a peaſant's wife, near thy own caſtle, 
(Wich promiſes I never meant to keep) _ 


Committed it, to rear it as her own. _ 


The woman died ſoon after, and J heard 
No tidings of the wretched child ſince then. 


If ſhe ſurvive, (be tliat thy care to ſeek) 


My fortune 1 divide in equal ſnares | 
Twixt her and my ſole nephew, now in F rance, | 
The Count of Melville, 

Roch. He thy nephew! 

Man. Ves; | 
Haſt thou &er known bim ? 

Roch. I have ſren him once. 
Waſte not the precious inſtants in delay! q 


| Give me ſome. certain ſign to find thy daughter. 0 | 


Where dwelt that peaſant's wife ? ang aboye *. 
Know'ſt thou her huſband's name? 
Man. My ſtrength is ſpent - 3 
If I remember, he was call'd Montigny. s 
Roch, Eternal Proyidence !—]tis my J abet! ä 
Say'ſt thou Montigny? 
Man. Why this ſudden joy ? 


— 


Roch, I know thy daughter lives, ond. know her E 
matchleſs ! 
Her mother's weakneſs ſhe 1 50. 
Tho! ſhe is lovely as the dawn of eee 
Man. My heart revives a moment at mis news! 


Noch, 05 


EM TRAGEDY, | tr 
Rach. vet hear, and then confeſs tees n's won- 


d'rous works! 9 


Manſoli s daughter lives, ador'd by Rochford ! 

Man. Do I not dream O, if theſe words be true, 
Fe Ido beſeech thee that ſhe's mine - 
My vue * ons take—l can no longer 


[Falls along,” 


Roch, Ah, . —11 fore might pleaſe thy Pn 
ſoul 
To bleſs ber i innocence e before thou dy'ſt, EO 
Man. (faintly) O cou'd that be!  _ 
Roch. It ſhall this inſtant—Lucio ] alk. 
Prepare thyſelf for multiplying wonders. To Man. 
het comes wed, not 2— What, Lucio! 5 
Lui to call ber, 


Enter JoLigr. 


Ful. Deareſt Roch ford, 
I tremble yet with ſtrong alarms for thee! 
O let us fly together - 
Roch, No, my love: 
What thou haſt yet to learn may change e our fates. 
I've conquer'd, Juliet but my reeking ſword 
Has robb'd thee of a parent !—There he lies! 
Thy real father, who till now diſown'd thee, 
But fain this hour wou'd expiate his fault. 
Jul. Can I beliye theſe wonders Hon.! ! 3 fas 
ther? 
| In Pow Italian realms aiſcorer'd too? 4 we 
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| Roch. (to bim) Behold the creafure thou halt long 
_ neglected ! 
Let not this habit thy belief ſuſpend, 
It was  afſumed— e | 5 
Mai (raiſing himſelf, and looking on PSI The very” 
page I ſaw, ' 
Who bore the fatal ſummons from thy band! 
Juſt heav'n, thou doſt chaſtiſe me as I merit! 
My injur'd offspring thou haſt made the inflrument 
To haſten on my head impending fate! 
O ns for whom my heart weeps tears of blood! 
[To Juliet, 
My folite, kneel not—thou art well 3 | 
And, Rochford, grant forgiveneſs, all is paſt. Dies. 
Jul. Do not my ſenſes fail me? — O my love, 
Am I but now an orphan ?—how reſtor'd 
In this fad hour—or why diſclaim'd ſo long ? 
And cou'd no other arm but thine be choſe 
By cruel Fate to ſhed my father's blood ? 
Doſt mos not hate me for his ſake ? Thou muſt— 
This is the fruit I reap from the diſcovery, 
And this the legacy a parent leaves me | | 
Noch. Come to theſe arms, and loſe they tifrrore : 
there 4s | [Embrare, 
Thy father liv'd a villain, but retriey'd 
In his laſt moments our long nouriſh'd enmity, 
He leaves thee wealthy, and more bounteous ſtill, 
To me bequeath'd thee as the ſeal of peace. 
Pay thoſe reſpe&tful rites which now are due 


\ . 


To 


TT nn 


Io his cold corſe, and we'll away together, 
No more to view theſe inauſpicious climes, 
No more to fear the frown of ſoaring pride, 
Taught by our ſorrows paſt to feel for Wat 
United ſhall our faith delight the world, 

And bid our native mountains ſmile wich Joy 1 


Eurer Officer rs of Jutice and Gee. 


_ Offi. Seize on theſe ſtrangers | 
Roch, How | what wou'd theſe ruffians 5 1 
Oc. N that bien deed, then aſk the reaſon, 
I Points to Manſoli. 
Are ye not Tegan : 
Roch. We are both of France. 
ls that a crime in Turin? 
O. Not alone; 
But ye have murder d here the Count Manſoli. 4 
Roch. 'Tis falſe! I flew him—By the laws of honour 
He fairly met his death. 
Offi. The laws of T urin 
Allow not of theſe honourable crimes, | 
Roch. Slave, do'ſt thou as condemn me yet un- 
heard, | 
And then preſume to boaſt of Turin $ juſtice ? 
Juſtice in Turin! where in ev y ſtreet 
Lurk hired villains, prompt at vice's cal! 
To act foul deeds, which day wou'd bluſh to look on. 
Oc. I wou'd adviſe more prudence, Sir. Theſe 
words 
Againſt 
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" Againſt che State will much endanger you, 128 
Give both your ſwords. [They diſarm. 
Jul. O my preſaging heart . T 
We are betray'd !—Dear Sir, a moment hear— 
Manſoli fell e „„ 
Offic. 1 queſtion not, good youth. Ne oY It 
I lead you where you muſt recite your ſtory. 
Roch. O Fortune! art thou weary grown already 
Of thy relenting ſmiles? Vet chear thee, Juliet, 
Heav'n only frowns, I truſt, to ſhine again! 


; as guarded, 


SCENE THE LAST. 
A Street hung with black. Guards undef Arms. 
T wa Orxicess waiting. 


1/ Off. Tis near the hour the priſoner ſhou 4 paſs; ; 7 
"Twill be a piteous fight A fairer youth 
No eyes e'er wept. 

24 Off, His fate is moſt diſtreing. 
Cou'd not Manſoli' 8 daughter ſave him 1 


1 Off. No, 


"Tho! ſhe acquitted ſtands, th' dab heireſs, 
She will not leave her hapleſs lover's priſon... 


24 Off. Attends the friar to confeſs him yer? 


Where's Father Celeſtine? 


Enter 


1 
* 


4 TRAGEDY |. fs 


? 
| 
' 
| 


N By eue Pata. 2 1 . 
"ow Sn I come. 20 04 
Why am 1 ſummon'd from my diſmal cell, 
Which I have ſworn to quit no more till. death ?- , 
; Ana ſummon'd but to witneſs bloody ſcenes! _ 
| Of. Good father, you already know the reaſon, 
The priſoner is French, and you alone 
Of all the convent ſpeak the Gallic tongue. 
Friar. Is he not ready? 
2d Off. See, they now advance! 7 


Euter more Cnardi. The Exvecutioner with the Axe. 


Then RocnrorD and JULIET in Mourning, 
_ (Fubiet in Ke mne A AAR; 
1 
Roch, Thus far, my 1 0 = now, 
BER Op " 
| Conſole thee, if thou canſt—Cheriſh my memory, 
f But from deſpair, ah guard thy gentle boſom. 
Leave me No longer ſhake my firmneſs thus i 
Loet me reſtore thoſe thoughre chou robþRy from 
e 
Jul. O talk not thus of narting. I that %% N 
With barb'rous mercy will not end my woes, 
Death ſhall unite us yet Our Jouls are Shox e 
L No 


. 
9 8 7 0 
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No more depreſs'd by our unuſual lot, e 

Vil call thee, whilſt on earth, my lord, my huſband, 7 

And pair'd in purer climes, thus hold thee ever! | 

Roch. Yield to our haplefs fate tho' ſnatch'd ſo 

In life's warm prime, from thee and ev'ry joy, 

I am refign'd. Ah! wake not in my foul 

Thoſe fond attractive images that bind 

(With magic chain, that Nature's hand has forg d) 5 

Ev'n the moſt ſuff ring to this frail abode! 
Loet me not ponder now on what J loſe, 

But in ſome angel's form expect above 
To meet thy charms, thy tenderneſs, thy faith, 

In endleſs love, in endleſs bliſs conjoin'd. 

Jul. Yes, we will go together !—Yet, one fear 
Aſſails my heart—Leſt mem'ry ceaſe with being, 
Leſt ſome oblivious draught diffolve at once 
With paſt afflictions paſt endearments too, 

Howe'er it be, life without thee were torment, 

Roch. What haſt thou ſaid !—In'ſuch a ſeaſon thus 
To wound thy gentle mind with doubts like theſe— 
But calm thy mind—Heav'n i is the ſeat of j joy, 

- And without love no perfect joy exiſts! _ 
Once more adieu! See thy own peace—not thus, 
With viewing my diſtreſs make comfort vain! 
O holy friar, if thy rev'rend lips 
. Cou'd ere give weight to heav'n imparted rruths, 
Speak ſome ſage counſel to that ſuff ring angel ; 
33 me from this * of love! 
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Friar, 


A TRAGEDY. 11 Ye 75 


Friar. Think, daughter, that we're + burn to 28 
the ne 1 
Of rude adverſity. If life's a loud 
As from the God of wiſdom we receiv'd i it, 
It is rebellion to deſpiſe his gift. 15 
Go then ſubmit — the pris' ner Mou d have time 
To talk with m. | 
Rl. Moſt. venerable man! 
Thou know'ſt the dread ſolemnity of vows, - 
And mine are paſt to follow him to death | 
Then, like a widow'd dove, to fink with him 
In one fad grave embracing, undiſturb'd, 
To ſhare my deareſt Rochford's laſt repoſe !_ 
Friar. Heard I?—or does ſhe raye Art thou 
nam'd Rochford ? 
Roch. Iam. 
| Friar. And of Provence? 
Roch. The ſame. 
Friar, Ah! ſay, 
Unhappy, lovely youth, art thou an and ? 
| Roch, O do not aſk—thou haſt already plung'd 
Another poinard here by this enquiry ! | 
Who can ſupport this aggravated grief ? 
My mother !—O ye Pow'rs! what will ſhe feel 
When ſome dire Meſſenger theſe tidings bears 
Friar. Tis ſo—By heav'n itſelf that whiſpers to me 
| Thou art my child I am the guilty Rochford, 


Who now ſhou'd bleed, and not my yirtyous ſon ! 
wh L2 Ing Roch 
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Roch. My father! O my ' oft-lamented liber! 
Doſt thou then live.? Do I embrace thy knees? 
This is a mournful joy which I deſpait'd of! 
But do I find thee to diftra& thee thus ? 


To offer to thine eyes ſo harſh a ſpectacle, 


As ſtains our interview ?—Maſt one ſhort hour 
With thy firſt bleſſing join our laſt adieu? 
Friar. Thou muſt not die. But tell me yet again, 


Lives my Eugenia? 


Roch, Yes. Do thou, my father, 
Bear to her all my filial rendenefs | ' 


Comfort her forrow—ſay, that avenged her 


Friar. O never be that taſk reſerv'd for me! 
Come on, ye miniſters of death Tis 1 
Whom ye muſt ſacrifice -I merit it— | 
But ſpare, for juſtice. ſake, my glorious Theodore 

Of. It will not be Time nn, and he's con- 


condemn'd. 
Jul Strike Take me firſt |—Your cruel hands 
that act ö 


Such frequent ſlaughter, ſhow'd delight be blood! 


Will then no friendly point give mine to flow? 
Ye ſhall not touch him till you have diſpatch'd me! 
5 [ Ruſbing between the Officers and e er . 

OF. Seize, and conduct her hence. ; 


| {The Guards ſeize ber, | 
Ful. (kneeling) O ſtab me here! | 
No more I ſhall. refiſt—Oh! | TR. 


WE! * , a * 
U 4 2 
> * * — PR * 
75 * . vt * 
* af k 8 
V 


"A TRAGEDY, ON, 


| erb. Art thou fled, TS, 
Soul of my life ! divineſt, faireſt Juliet, . 
To add thy radiance to the ſtarry ſphere ? ??! 
Off, ſacrilegious hands |—One laſt embrace bins 1 d 
Why do I linger now Come, Sirs, lead on! 
OF. She does but faint; permit us to remove hes 
And doubt not ev'ry care ſhall be employ'd 
With due reſpoct and honour in her en | 
[ She 15 vorne of: * 


- 


Darer Sr. CLAIR. 


St. Clair. Do I approach thee in fo fad a moment, 
Much lov'd, much injur d youth !|—My life's fole 
„ 
| Roch. My friend, how cam'ſt thou ? 58 
St. Clair. I took poſt to join thee, 
A meſſengeraatwae? f 
Roch. What of my mother ? 
Is ſhe no more! 
Sr. Clair. Thau ic. 


od os” + 1 
And *mid a mother! 8 Kapcit fears ſhe dy'd! 4 


Roch. I thank thee, Fate, thy parece: s paſt! — 
Be gentle, if thou canſt—thy quiver's ſpent ! 
Of. Diſpatch, I pray you] can grant no more. 

The ſcaffold waits the priſoner, 


- 


$2, Chin. Grief for thy i e. eis d her 


4 


Roch, | 
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Rab. I'm ith F We. 5 
* my St. Clair, e alone come with a. | 
To arm my mind with pious conſolation, . 
For thee, my father, I muſt loſe thee now, 
So late reſtor d But to thy fondeſt care 155 9 8 
Let me commit my Juliet's tender youth Bo & 
If ſhe ſurvive, do thou ſupport and cheriſh het. 3 
nn to her = thou cou'd'ſt feel for mel 
 [ Embrace, 
Mur. My immolated child | and muſt thou go? 
Roch. I go reſolv d Misfortune, take thy victim 1 
No more let heav'n be wearied with complaint, 
But Rochford's ſorrows filence all mankind | 
[Exit with St, on —_— 


: Manet Fatan, 


Why ſtays the arrow of deſpyustion n now 
To end my miſery ?- But tho! invok'd, 
It ſpares awhile the guilty to repent ! O i ol 
To my dark cell (if theſe new woes I bear = 


Sink not this wretched ſrame) Ill yet repair, 
Jo wait den death, and hide my torments there 5 
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